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Advertising'  Section 


Note  to  Reader: 

Hjn  every  expedition  today  that  is  an  African  expedition 
(and  what  expedition  today  is  not? )  the  intrepid  explorer 
invariably  poses  for  a  few  advertising  testimonials  m  the 
course  of  his  trip,  endorsing  the  special  brand  of  coffee, 
mattress,  wrist-watch,  cold  cream,  automobile  oil,  or  yeast 
to  which  he  attributes  the  entire  success  of  his  jungle  trek. 
In  order  to  make  June  Triplett9  s  autobiography  complete, 
therefore,  we  have  gathered  together  on  this  page  a  few 
of  her  own  favorite  testimonials.  Like  her  fellow-explorers 
in  Africa,  Miss  Triplett  used  the  following  products  exclu- 
sively during  her  expedition,  and  in  each  case  she  endorsed 
the  article  thoroughly. 

QLike  her  fellow-explorers,  moreover,  she  later  endorsed 
the  check. 

STIK-FAST  LIPSTICK 

C.For  use  in  photographing  lions,  gorillas  and  other  pred- 
atory beasts.  Guaranteed  not  to  run  under  any  condi- 
tions, unless  accompanied  by  the  owner. 

".  .  .  I  owe  my  entire  success  among  the  rotogravure  sec- 
tions to  my  ever-present  Stik-Fast.  It  never  failed  to  bring 
a  smile  to  my  face/' — June  Triplett. 

HELLOVA  WATCH 

"Lives  up  to  its  name." — June  Triplett. 

<L"My  Hellova  Watch,"  writes  Miss  Triplett,  "was  ex- 
posed to  the  dust  and  grime  of  the  trail  for  months,  lost 
in  raging  torrents,  trampled  by  stampeding  elephants, 
kicked,  chewed,  jarred,  shaken,  and  boiled  for  three  hours 
in  a  bubbling  cauldron  (it  was  reposing  in  Britches'  hip 
pocket  at  the  time)  ;  but  despite  this  rough  treatment,  it 
did  not  lose  or  gain  a  moment  on  our  trip.  No  matter 
what  happened,  the  hands  could  always  be  found  pointing 
to  three  minutes  past  four." 


"LYF-LYK"  RUBBER  FISH 

CRemoves  the  embarrassment  from  a  fishing-trip.  These 
attractive  Lyf-Lyk  Rubber  Fish  are  built  like  balloons, 
and  when  empty  can  be  carried  conveniently  in  the  rear 
pocket.  At  the  end  of  a  day's  fishing  at  the  water-hole, 
they  may  be  blown  up  to  the  desired  size  and  suspended 
carelessly  from  the  right  hand  while  the  camera  clicks. 
Endorsed  by  our  leading  fishermen. 

"I  pronounce  them  life-like." — June  Triplett. 

"Fishing  is  a  noble  sport." — Calvin  Coolidge,  in  the 

New  York  Herald  Tribune. 

SHORT  ARMS  AND  AMMUNITION 
"I  always  shot  Short  in  Africa" — June  Triplett. 

C.For  generations  the  famous  Short  high-grade  rifles  and 
guns  have  been  held  by  our  leading  African  explorers  in 
their  photographs  taken  along  the  jungle  trail.  Let  our 
latest  girl-adventuress,  Miss  Triplett,  describe  in  her  own 
vivid  words  how  much  she  depended  on  her  Short  shot-gun : 

".  .  .  the  bull  rhinoceros  was  thundering  toward  me,  the  lion 
crouched  behind  me  ready  to  spring,  overhead  a  python  was 
uncoiling  toward  me  slowly,  while  the  gaping  jaws  of  a  huge 
crocodile  opened  at  my  very  feet.  It  was  then  that  I  realized 
how  much  I  needed  my  trusty  Short  gun,  which  was  lying 
back  in  my  tent  at  the  time." — June  Triplett. 

GRAND  HOTEL,  TANGANYIKA 

Cln  the  heart  of  the  great,  mysterious,  almost  unknown 
Ituri  Forest.  18  Hole  golf  course,  illuminated  swimming- 
pool  and  tennis  courts,  special  forty-piece  Tea  Orchestra. 
Excellent  cuisine.  Sight-seeing  bus  service  daily  to  the 
teeming  game-fields  of  Tanganyika,  guides  furnished  free. 
Write  or  wire  for  reservations. 

^Permanent  home  of  the  June  Triplett  African  expedi- 
tion, "In  fact,"  states  June,  "we  never  stirred  from  the 
porch." 
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Chapter  I 
Breasting  the  Waves x 


i  Or  vice  versa. 


COCONUT  OIL 

Chapter  I 

"Aye,  lass !  That's  Africa — as  we  have  come  to 
know  her  today,  in  movies  or  in  lectures,  or  in  the 
rotogravure  sections  every  Sunday.  The  Dark 
Continent,  they  call  it,  with  its  bands  of  savage 
cannibals,  its  pigmies  and  gorillas,  its  witch-craft 
and  phallic  worship,  and  everywhere  the  familiar 
fruit  of  the  coconut  palm — " 

Trader  Horn  parted  his  white  beard  and  squirted 
a  stream  of  tobacco- joice  accurately  at  a  stupid 
rhinoceros  slumbering  in  the  narrow  trail. 

" — nuts,  lass,  nuts!" 

I  clutched  my  two  revolvers  tighter  in  either 
hand  and  stared  ahead.  Beside  me,  old  Britches 
seized  my  arm  nervously  as  a  panther  slipped 
like  a  warning  shadow  across  our  path.  Chester 
Drawers,  trudging  at  our  rear,  tripped  inadvert- 
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ently  over  a  python  and  uttered  a  stifled  little 
scream.    Trader  Horn  nodded  grimly. 

"  'Tis  a  crowded  country,  lass,"  continued  our 
old  guide,  laying  a  gnarled  hand  protectingly  about 
my  shoulder,  "and  never  a  dull  moment  you'll  find, 
what  with  rifles  popping  and  cameras  clicking  and 
armored  trucks  roaring  and  motion-picture  di- 
rectors bellowing,  and  every  day  the  new  explorers 
arriving  thick  and  fast — and  the  thicker  they  are," 
he  added,  "the  faster  they  come.  Books  about 
Africa,  songs  about  Africa,  movies  about  Africa, 
until  the  jungles  are  filled  with  starving  explorers 
today — " 

He  paused  and  jerked  his  thumb  significantly  at 
a  decrepit  figure  crouched  at  the  side  of  the  trail, 
holding  out  a  tray  of  brown  objects  patiently. 
Beside  him  was  a  small  sign:  "Please  Help  the 
Unemployed." 

— Selling    coconuts,"    warned   Trader    Horn. 
That's  Africa,  lass!" 

I  paused  and  glanced  back  for  a  moment  at  the 
loyal  safari  which  was  accompanying  me  on  my 
own  rash  journey  through  this  vast,  mysterious, 
almost  unknown  Ituri  forest.  Behind  me  old 
Britches  and  Chester,  our  nervous  cameraman,  fol- 
lowed patiently.  In  our  wake,  extending  back  for 
miles  and  miles  along  the  jungle  trail,  a  single  file 
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of  native  porters,  or  redcaps,  carried  the  lipstick, 
rouge,  facial  cream  and  other  indispensable  equip- 
ment of  the  modern  lady-explorer.  Deeper,  ever 
deeper  we  plunged  into  the  virgin  forest.1  The 
last  vestiges  of  civilization  had  long  since  faded 
away.  Only  the  merciless  jungle  stretched  on  all 
sides,  and  yawned. 

I  turned  once  more  and  faced  Trader  Horn 
bravely. 

"I  am  not  afraid,"  I  replied  simply, 

"Aye,  then,  lass,"  replied  the  old  Trader,  ex* 
tending  his  hand;  and  as  I  gripped  it  solemnly  in 
mine,  I  knew  that  beneath  that  horny  palm  there 
beat  a  heart  of  gold,  "good  luck  to  you,  June  Trip- 
lettl  God  help  you — and  Africa,  too,  for  that 
matter,"  he  added  dreamily. 

I  smiled.  The  qualms  of  the  kindly  old  Trader 
were  nothing  new  to  me.  Ever  since  I  first  de- 
cided to  cross  darkest  Africa  with  lipstick  and 
camera,  people  have  gazed  at  me  askance.  The 
very  idea  of  an  innocent  young  girl,  of  barely 
eighteen  summers,  risking  worse  than  death  amid 
the  dangerous  cannibal  tribes  and  savage  gorillas 
of  the  jungle,  both  amazed  and  bewildered  my 
friends  and  acquaintances. 

i  All  the  forests  in  Africa  are  of  course  virgin,  since  it  is  well 
known  that  only  God  can  make  a  tree. 
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"Africa!"  one  of  them  put  it. 

Now,  I  do  not  deny  that  the  Dark  Continent 
presents  many  difficulties  to  the  novice.  To  be 
sure,  the  best  hotels  are  often  crowded,  and  one 
may  be  forced  to  spend  the  night  in  some  uncom- 
fortable tourist  camp  along  the  trail,  without  even 
lights  or  running  water.  The  travel  is  hard,  par- 
ticularly on  Sundays  and  holidays;  and  sometimes 
filling-stations  in  the  forest  are  miles  apart.  Worse 
yet,  the  explorer  may  be  caught  any  moment  at  a 
busy  jungle  cross-roads,  and  starve  to  death  in  one 
of  the  terrible  African  traffic- jams.  Yet  despite 
these  rigours  of  jungle  travel  I  managed  to  emerge 
unscathed;  and  I  still  look  back  on  the  end  of  my 
African  adventure  as  the  happiest  moment  of  my 
life. 

At  the  outset  of  my  story,  I  should  like  to  ex- 
plain to  the  reader  that  despite  the  strange  course 
my  life  has  taken,  I  am  really  not  very  different 
from  other  girls.  (Maybe  there  are  one  or  two  lit- 
tle details,  but  they  are  pretty  technical.)  I  have 
always  managed  to  maintain  the  same  eager  curi- 
osity about  the  facts  of  life  that  I  knew  back  in 
those  good  old  days  on  the  Minnie  J.  Cohan,  when 
I  used  to  lie  about  my  father's  boat.1    Although 

1A  habit  that  resulted  later  in  Salt   Water   Taffy,  the   amazing 
autobiography  of  my  seventeen  years  before  the  mast. 
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the  first  seventeen  years  of  my  life  were  spent  in 
the  fo'c'stle  of  an  old  whaler,  with  nothing  but  the 
hard-bitten  shellbacks  to  teach  me  what  every  young 
girl  should  know,  I  finally  managed  to  learn  about 
sex  from  a  female  shark.  Since  then  I  have  seized 
every  opportunity  to  inquire  more  into  this  fasci- 
nating subject,  in  Pullman  cars,  public  wash- 
rooms and  similar  sources  of  information.  It  was 
in  the  course  of  this  quest  for  knowledge  that  I 
heard  one  day  that  the  unspoiled  savages  of  cen- 
tral Africa  had  this  whole  sex  problem  pretty  well 
in  hand;  and  consequently  I  turned  to  the  virgin 
forests  at  last  in  my  thirst  for  truth. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  it  was  Father  himself  who 
first  suggested  the  adventurous  safari  which  I  am 
about  to  describe.  For  some  time,  after  the  culmi- 
nation of  my  spectacular  3,000-mile  swim  home 
from  the  burning  Ethel  M.  Dell  (or  whatever  our 
boat  was  called)  Father  and  I  had  settled  down  to 
a  more  or  less  quiet  life  ashore.  But  as  time  went 
on,  the  old  urge  to  learn  more  about  life  stirred 
again  within  me.  Father  sought  to  drive  these  rest- 
less thoughts  from  my  mind  by  turning  me  over 
his  knee  and  whaling  me  with  a  rope's  end,  while  he 
told  me  again  and  again  the  old  familiar  story  of 
the  dangers  that  lay  ahead ;  but  either  his  aged  arm 
was  getting  feeble,  or  else  I  had  grown  calloused 


COCONUT  OIL 

about  the  old  tale,  for  this  effort  of  his  no  longer 
satisfied  my  longing  for  new  sensations.  At  last 
I  put  the  matter  to  him  frankly. 

"Father,"  I  said  one  evening,  as  I  cuddled 
thoughtfully  on  the  hearth  before  him  with  several 
stray  Norwegian  sailors  that  I  had  picked  up  inno- 
cently along  the  waterfront  that  afternoon,  "I  want 
to  know  about  life." 

"Why,  June,"  uttered  Father  weakly,  "you've 
found  out  all  about  life  already.  What  else  is  there 
to  know?" 

"That's  what  I  want  to  find  out,"  I  replied.  "I'm 
tired  of  studying  amoeba  and  guinea-pigs,  or  read- 
ing big  dull  scientific  books  on  the  sex-life  of  birds 
and  fishes.  I  want  to  see  life  in  the  raw.  I  want  to 
get  this  whole  sex  question  straightened  out  once 
and  for  all.  I  want  to  know  why  everything  in 
nature  comes  in  pairs,  like  military  brushes,  or 
trousers,  or  the  front  and  rear  wheels  of  a 
bicycle—" 

"Come,  Junie,"  said  Father  quickly,  "beddy  time 
for  little  girls." 

"I'm  not  a  little  girl,"  I  persisted,  not  to  be  put 
off.  "I  have  attained  to  woman's  estate,  as  you 
could  see  for  yourself  if  you  had  half  an  eye,  and 
I  know  there  are  a  lot  of  things  going  on  right  now 
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that  I  ought  to  be  in  on.  For  instance,  I  was  read- 
ing a  book  about  Africa  this  afternoon,"  I  contin- 
ued, "and  in  some  tribes  it  says  the  men  have  six  or 
eight  women  at  once." 

"A  deplorable  practice,"  frowned  Father.  "They 
sound  like  a  bunch  of  unenlightened  savages." 

"That's  what  I  thought,"  I  said,  "and  that  is 
why  I  wondered  about  that  little  blonde  you  go  to 
see  every  night  while  you're  supposed  to  be  working 
at  the  office — " 

Father  loosened  his  collar.  "June,"  he  gasped 
in  a  hoarse  whisper,  "you  haven't  said  anything 
about  this  to  your  Mother?" 

"Not  yet,  Father,"  I  said.  "I  was  only  wonder- 
ing why  it  was  that  in  Africa — " 

"This  Africa  that  you're  speaking  of,"  inter- 
rupted Father  hurriedly.  "It's  pretty  far  away, 
isn't  it?" 

"Oh,  very  far,"  I  said.  "Way  over  the  ocean." 

"And  it's  pretty  dangerous  there?"  persisted 
Father.  "That  is,  wild  beasts,  and  cannibals,  and 
things  like  that?" 

"Very  dangerous,"  I  assured  him.  "It's  worth 
your  life  to  cross  it." 

"I  mean,  if  you  went  into  the  jungle,  you  might 
never,  never  come  out  again?" 
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CHESTER  DRAWERS  AND  JUNE 

What  strange  emotion  grips  June,  what  curious  tremors 
shoot  through  her  as  she  gazes  for  the  first  time  at  the  hand- 
some features  of  Chester  Drawers,  the  expedition's  profes- 
sional stowaway.  Clad  in  his  trek  suit  and  clasping  his 
faithful  camera  in  his  hand,  this  virile  stranger  has  just 
arrived  in  answer  to  her  ad;  and  June,  gazing  into  his  manly 
eyes,  knows  that  she  will  be  always  safe  hereafter  so  long 
as  she  keeps  her  Drawers. 
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THE  TAKE-OFF 

Mounted  on  her  trusty  heavier-than-air  machine,  a  high- 
powered  Swackhamer  bi-sexual  autogiro,  with  pontoons,  the 
fair  pilot  of  the  Triplett  African  Expedition  cast  a  weather 
eye  at  the  low  ceiling  over  Battery  Park  as  she  prepares  to 
take  off  on  the  first  leg  of  June's  Trans-Atlantic  hop.  In  her 
preoccupation,  she  has  failed  to  note  that  this  leg  belongs  to 
June  herself,  who  is  about  to  be  crushed  beneath  the  ruthless 
wheels.  Only  the  presence  of  mind  of  cautious  Bernt,  co-pilot, 
who  has  just  spied  the  danger,  averted  what  might  have  been 
a  fatal  catastrophe. 
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I  nodded  my  head  solemnly. 

*'June,  little  girl,"  said  Father,  lowering  his 
voice  and  taking  my  hand  in  his,  "how  would  you 
like  to  go  to  Africa  right  away  and  find  out  all 
these  interesting  questions  about  sex  that  you  were 
asking  me?" 

"Oh,  Father!"  I  gasped  in  joy,  "Arid  you  will 
come  with  me?" 

"Well,  no,  as  a  matter  of  fact,"  murmured 
Father,  glancing  over  his  shoulder,  "I've  got  a 
lot  of  night  work  at  the  office.  But  I'm  sure  that 
Britches  would  love  to  join  your  expedition.  You 
can  always  count  on  old  Britches."  x 

"I  shall  come  home  just  as  soon  as  I  can,"  I 
assured  him  gratefully. 

"Not  at  all,"  added  Father.  "Take  as  long  in 
the  jungle  as  you  like,  dear.  I  want  you  to  be  sure 
to  get  all  you  are  looking  for,"  he  muttered  gently, 
"and  plenty  more  besides." 

And  so  it  was  arranged. 

Now  my  expedition  was  started;  and  soon  I 

i  My  earliest  knowledge  of  counting,  such  as  addition  and  subtrac- 
tion, was  gleaned  on  the  ample  lap  of  old  Britches,  former  sail-maker 
on  the  old  square-rigger  Lane  Bryant  and  my  devoted  guardian 
during  seventeen  years  at  sea.  It  was  Britches,  for  example,  who 
first  explained  to  me  that  the  lap  does  not  disappear  when  you  stand 
up,  but  merely  runs  around  behind  you  and  shows  up  again  under  an 
assumed  name. 
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found  myself  up  to  my  neck  in  work,  brushing  up 
a  rapid  acquaintance  with  the  vast  literature  avail- 
able on  Africa  today.  Eagerly  I  swallowed  such 
invaluable  source-books  on  exploring  the  Dark 
Continent  as  Mr.  Martin  Johnson's  Lion  and 
Safari,  Mr.  Seabrook's  Jungle  Ways,  and  the 
works  of  Trader  Horn.  Every  evening  I  studied 
such  cinema  masterpieces  of  jungle  life  as  Simba, 
Ingagi,  and  Africa  Speaks.  I  even  guarded  against 
possible  delay  by  securing  a  safari  of  native  por* 
ters  from  Grand  Central  Terminal,  named  George* 
My  most  vexing  problem,  however,  lay  in  rinding 
the  expedition's  stowaway.  I  was  well  aware  that 
any  expedition  which  is  an  expedition  invariably 
discovers  a  stowaway  on  board  the  second  day  out ; 
and  accordingly  I  inserted  a  classified  advertise- 
ment in  the  newspapers  as  follows: 

WANTED:  Young  stowaway,  preferably  Boy  Scout,  to  ac- 
company expedition  heading  for  Africa.  Comfortable  quarters, 
all  expenses  paid,  as  well  as  excellent  chance  of  publishing 
future  book  with  George  Palmer  Putnam.  References  re- 
quired.   Address  June  Triplett,  Box  Z. 

At  first  my  efforts  seemed  doomed  to  failure.  Ap- 
parently all  the  professional  stowaways  had 
already  signed  with  the  Hubert  Wilkins  expedition, 
and  there  were  no  more  available.  After  days  of 
anxious  waiting,  however,  there  came  a  timid  knock 
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on  my  door;  and  I  opened  it  to  admit  a  handsome 
but  nervous  youth,  clad  in  a  Boy  Scout  suit  and 
clutching  my  advertisement  in  his  hand. 

"What  is  your  name?"  I  inquired  softly,  as  his 
eyes  gazed  into  mine. 

"Chester,"  he  replied  in  a  gentle  voice.  "Chester 
Drawers.    I  want  to  stow  away  with  you." 

"Have  you  had  any  previous  experience?"  I 
asked. 

"Oh,  I've  been  stowing  off  and  on  for  years  and 
years,"  replied  Chester  confidently.  "When  I  was 
still  at  New  Haven,  I  stowed  away  with  the  Yale 
Crew.  I've  stowed  with  Charles  A.  Levine,  and 
Shipwreck  Kelly,  and  once  I  even  stowed  away  on 
Gertrude  Ederle  when  she  swam  the  English 
Channel.  You  can't  tell  me  anything  about 
stowing." 

"But  why  do  you  want  to  stow  away  to  Africa?" 
I  inquired  curiously. 

"Can't  you — guess?"  murmured  Chester,  seizing 
my  hand  in  his. 

"Well,  now,  I  might  try  you  for  a  while,"  I  said, 
after  a  moment's  significant  pause,  in  a  voice  which 
I  admit  trembled  slightly;  for  this  newcomer's 
handsome  appearance  and  soft-spoken  manner  had 
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caused  a  curious  tremor  deep  within  me  which  at 
the  moment  I  did  not  understand.  As  I  took  his 
hand,  an  electric  thrill  shot  through  me,  and  for  the 
first  time  in  my  life,  I  felt  my  face  actually  blush. 
Ashamed  of  my  weak  surrender  to  emotion,  I  added 
brusquely:  "You  will  report  on  Monday  at  seven." 

"Yes — June,"  crooned  Chester  softly;  and  thus 
was  signed  on  a  member  of  the  party  who  was  des- 
tined to  play  a  vital  part  later  in  the  affairs  of  my 
expedition — not  to  mention  my  heart. 

My  last  step  in  preparing  for  my  departure  lay 
in  deciding  the  best  means  of  getting  to  Africa  my- 
self— a  detail  which  I  felt  was  more  or  less  essential 
to  the  ultimate  success  of  the  trip.  To  be  sure,  my 
first  inclination  was  to  swim,  since  I  may  say  in  all 
modesty  that  I  not  only  look  to  my  best  advantage 
in  a  one-piece  bathing-suit,  but  in  addition  I 
have  in  the  past  shown  great  proficiency  in  breast- 
ing the  waves.  (My  famous  swim  back  from 
Australia  was  nothing  to  what  I  could  do  if  I 
really  set  my  mind  to  it.)  However,  I  realized  that 
this  time  I  had  Chester  Drawers  and  Old  Britches 
to  take  into  consideration ;  and  I  feared  that  a  com- 
bination of  both  Britches  and  Drawers  would  prove 
pretty  cumbersome  in  a  long  swim.    As  a  result,  I 
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was  forced  to  fall  back  at  last  on  the  old-fashioned 
airplane;  and  it  was  by  this  antiquated  method  that 
I  finally  made  my  eventful  crossing. 

Our  machine  was  a  Swackhamer  bi-sexual *  auto- 
giro,  fully  equipped  with  nickel-plated  handlebars, 
headlight,  luggage-carrier,  bell  with  thumb-piece, 
trouser-clips,  ball-bearing  coaster-brakes  and  an  in- 
strument board  holding  a  Bumstead  sun-compass, 
portable  radio,  cigar-lighter,  and  our  precious  Byrd 
Bubble  Sextant,  one  of  the  most  beautiful  sextants 
I  have  ever  listened  to  and  in  my  opinion  second 
only  to  the  sextant  from  Lucia.  In  our  leather  tool- 
kit, we  carried  a  limited  supply  of  engine  tools 
(mainly  hammers),  an  Alpine  axe,  several  cotter- 
pins,  a  waffle-iron,  an  apparatus  for  securing  seals 
through  the  ice  (just  in  case) ,  a  small  winch,  a  tire- 
pump,  pajamas,  and  toothbrush.  We  all  rode  be- 
hind, in  the  rumble-seat. 

Our  departure  from  New  York  was  attended  by 
scenes  of  unprecedented  enthusiasm.  All  the  stores 
and  banks  were  closed a  (the  ?act  that  it  was  Sun- 
day was  not  allowed  to  interfere  with  this  plan) 
and  crowds  of  friends  and  acquaintances  gathered 
at  Battery  Park  to  shower  us  with  well-wishes  and 

i  I.e.,  capable  of  going  in  either  direction. 
2  Most  of  the  latter  stayed  that  way. 
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other  hard  objects;  but  what  touched  me  most  was 
the  presence  at  the  dock  of  none  other  than  Dr. 
Walter  Traprock,  F.R.S.S.E.U.,  the  dean  of  liv- 
ing explorers  and  owner  of  the  famous  Kawa,  my 
father's  first  command.  It  was  Dr.  Traprock  who 
first  taught  me  the  actual  value  of  facts  in  a  travel- 
book,  and  impressed  upon  me  by  his  own  example 
the  motto  of  the  adventure-writer:  Make  every 
word  as  true  as  the  next. 

The  old  master  raised  his  hand  for  silence, 
glanced  covertly  at  his  cuff,  and  cleared  his  throat. 

"Africa  calls  you,  June,"  he  began,  as  a  hush  fell 
on  the  multitude,  punctuated  by  heavy  breathing 
and  some  curious  throaty  snorts.  "For  years  we 
have  been  reading  nothing  but  Africa,  hearing 
nothing  but  Africa,  seeing  nothing  but  Africa.  New 
books  come  out  of  Africa  every  day.  New  ex- 
plorers return  with  conflicting  facts.  We  have 
heard  about  gorillas,  pigmies,  witch-doctors,  canni- 
bals, lions,  phallic- worship,  rhinoceri,  sex,  and  coco- 
nuts. In  bewilderment,  June,"  he  said,  taking  my 
hand,  "the  public  turns  to  you." 

He  paused  solemnly.  Several  members  of  the 
Crowd  started  guiltily,  and  commenced  to  ap- 
plaud. Dr.  Traprock  held  up  his  hand  sternly  for 
silence, 
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"Find  out,"  he  continued  with  a  sour  look  at  his 
embarrassed  listeners,  "find  out  about  the  real 
Africa,  June.  Give  us  the  low-down  on  jungle 
life.  Light  up  the  Dark  Continent.  Bring  back 
the  African  book  to  end  African  books.  In  a 
word.  .  ." 

He  paused  for  a  moment,  and  watched  his  audi- 
ence narrowly.  Not  a  sound  broke  the  impressive 
stillness. 

"In  a  word,"  Dr.  Trap  rock  concluded  triumph- 
antly, "let  this  volume  of  yours  be  positively  the 
last  word  on  Africa/' 

No  one  stirred.  Amid  the  impressive  stillness, 
Dr.  Traprock  gathered  his  notes  quietly  and  tip- 
toed away.  I  sprang  into  our  autogiro,  and  we 
took  off  from  the  edge  of  Battery  Park;  and  my 
last  recollection,  as  the  shores  of  America  faded, 
was  of  my  audience  still  seated  spellbound,  their 
hands  crossed  on  their  stomachs,  their  heads  sunk 
forward  on  their  chests,  and  their  mouths  lolling 
open  in  apparent  wonder,  as  they  breathed  in  and 
out  with  low  whistling  sounds. 

My  expedition  had  begun. 
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Chapter  II 

When  a  large  hooded  cobra  wrapped  itself 
around  my  neck  as  we  swung  along  the  forest  trail, 
I  said  happily  to  old  Britches,  "It  is  taboo  to  me. 
Thou  seest,  we  will  not  kill  it,  and  it  will  tell  the 
savage  panther  and  the  crocodile  not  to  bother  us." 

He,  eyeing  it,  answered,  "Don't  worry,  June,  you 
just  stay  near  that  cobra,  and  nothing  ain't  ever 
going  to  bother  you.'* 

Thus  it  was  that  I  entered  the  virgin  forest  of 
the  Ivory  Coast  jungle,  armed  with  my  grigris  in  a 
leather  case  at  my  side,  always  obeying  scrupu- 
lously the  commands  of  the  Diagbe  and  making 
the  roadside  sacrifices  which  the  jungle  gods  de- 
manded. Every  hour  I  performed  carefully  those 
various  rites  and  duties  required  by  the  Fetich ;  for 
although  my  face  was  white,  yet  I  agreed  with  Mr. 
Seabrook  that  the  true  traveler  in  Africa  should 
seek  to  adopt  the  superstitions  and  sorcery  of  the 
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native  black.  As  old  Britches  put  it:  "What's 
sorcery  for  the  goose  is  sorcery  for  the  gander." 

Accordingly  when  our  safari  halted  that  day, 
after  a  long  march,  tired  and  thirsty,  I  heroically 
refused  all  food  which  the  hospitable  natives 
brought  for  my  parched  porters.  Instead  I  ordered 
all  my  coolies  to  kneel  in  a  semicircle  in  the  sun, 
with  Chester  Drawers  in  the  center.  I  then  se- 
lected a  white  new-laid  egg  from  our  stock  of  pro- 
visions, pressed  it  once  to  my  forehead,  once  to  my 
bared  breast,  once  to  my  loins,  and  then  broke  it 
solemnly  over  Chester's  forehead.  While  Britches 
looked  on  with  increasing  interest,  I  took  from  my 
leather  bag  of  grigris  a  pepper  shaker  and  a  salt 
shaker,  according  to  minute  instructions  of  the 
Diagbe,  held  them  aloft  and  clicked  them  together 
three  times,  then  sprinkled  them  alternately  with 
either  hand  over  Chester's  head,  after  which  I  mas- 
saged the  egg  into  his  hair  with  my  naked  fingers. 
I  then  took  a  cup  of  hot  coffee,  pressed  it  in  suc- 
cession to  my  forehead,  my  breast  and  my  loins,  and 
broke  it  likewise  over  Chester's  head.  Britches'  face 
broke  into  a  broad  grin. 

"How  about  a  bowl  of  cream  of  wheat?"  he 
urged  hopefully. 

"Silence,"  I  commanded,  as  I  repeated  the  same 
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performance  around  the  kneeling  semicircle,  break- 
ing a  new-laid  egg  over  the  head  of  each  porter  in 
turn.  "This  is  my  offering  to  the  nia  of  storm  and 
ram. 

"It's  a  good  thing  it  don't  snow  in  Africa," 
chuckled  old  Britches,  "or  we'd  be  running  out  of 
eggs." 

My  next  offering  was  to  the  powerful  nia  of  the 
rivers.  Standing  on  the  bank  of  a  rushing  stream, 
I  took  off  my  boots  and  halted  barefoot  on  the 
sands,  while  Chester  and  the  grinning  Britches  at 
my  signal  did  likewise.  After  murmuring  the  sa- 
cred incantation  to  the  nia  which  my  Diagbe  had 
taught  me :  "Nia,  my  god,  to  thee !"  I  picked  up  the 
pair  of  shoes  which  Britches  had  removed  and 
tossed  them  solemnly  into  the  deepest  pool  of  the 
river. 

"Hey,"  said  Britches,  his  grin  suddenly  fading. 

Signaling  sternly  for  silence,  I  next  reached  into 
his  pocket  and  took  out  his  gold  watch  and  chain, 
which  I  also  sacrificed  unselfishly  in  like  manner  to 
the  river  nia.  With  solemn  incantations,  I  then 
proceeded  to  toss  into  the  river  in  rapid  succession 
his  hat,  his  wallet,  his  pince-nez  glasses,  and  last 
but  not  least  old  Britches  himself.  He  emerged 
blinking  and  sore. 
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"Lissen,  Junie,  what's  the  big  idea?"  he  splut- 
tered, as  he  clambered  up  dripping  onto  the  bank. 

"It  concerns  the  Fetich!"  I  explained;  and 
pressing  the  leather  bag  of  grigris  reverently  to  my 
lips,  I  led  our  safari  onward  toward  the  nearby  vil- 
lage where  it  had  been  ordained  by  the  Diagbe  I 
was  to  perform  my  last  and  most  important  offer- 
ing. In  the  center  of  the  village  square,  surrounded 
by  the  wide-eyed  inhabitants,  I  ordered  Britches 
to  take  off  his  clothes. 

"Now,  look  here,"  demurred  old  Britches,  un- 
buttoning his  suspenders  reluctantly,  "ain't  this  go- 
ing a  little  bit  too  far?" 

"The  Fetich  has  commanded,"  I  explained,  as  I 
started  to  remove  my  own  apparel.  "The  offering 
to  the  nia  of  the  forests  consists  of  sitting  naked  in 
the  center  of  a  bonfire  for  three  hours,  after  which 
you  must  stick  rusty  nails  into  your  flesh,  swim  a 
river  filled  with  crocodiles,  run  the  gauntlet  of 
spears,  and  finally  go  out  unarmed  into  the  jungle 
and  strangle  a  leopard  with  your  bare  hands.  It  is 
thus,"  I  concluded,  "that  thou  escapest  the  perils 
of  the  jungle." 

"O.  K.,"  nodded  Britches,  buttoning  his  sus- 
penders again  determinedly.     "Ill  settle  for  the 

perils." 
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In  the  meantime  the  crude  and  uncultured  sav- 
ages of  the  tiny  village  had  been  crowding  about 
us  with  wondering  eyes,  fingering  my  leather  sack 
of  grigris  curiously  and  examining  with  considera- 
ble interest  the  array  of  charms  and  taboos  which 
I  wore  about  my  neck  and  arms.  At  last  an  elderly 
native  approached  me  timidly  and  spoke. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  miss,"  he  inquired  in  halt- 
ing Yafouba  dialect,  "but  we  were  wondering  if 
you  would  be  so  good  as  to  tell  us  what  are  these 
things  you  are  carrying  here?" 

"They  are  charms,  or  grigris"  I  explained,  not 
unkindly.  "They  are  used  to  ward  off  evil  spirits 
and  appease  the  gods  of  the  river  and  the  forest." 

"How  very  interesting,"  murmured  the  old  na- 
tive, fingering  my  grigris  with  polite  interest.  "And 
I  suppose  each  of  these  little  geegaws  and  knick- 
knacks  has  some  special  meaning  of  its  own?" 

"They  are  the  mysterious  symbols  of  black  sor- 
cery," I  replied.  "Sometimes  they  consist  of  elab- 
orate carved  bracelets  or  idols,  and  sometimes  they 
are  mere  bits  of  twigs  tied  together  with  an  old  rag; 
but  they  all  represent  some  dark  and  forbidden  rit- 
ual of  the  jungle." 

"Fascinating,"  nodded  the  old  native,  shaking  his 
head  with  an  indulgent  smile ;  and  he  called  over  his 
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The  flight  has  succeeded !  The  grim  waters  of  the  Atlantic 
have  been  spanned  for  the  first  time  by  autogiro,  June  and 
her  safari  have  been  landed  safely  in  the  heart  of  darkest 
Africa,  and  now  the  two  brave  pilots  prepare  to  take  off  from 
the  village  compound  on  their  return  trip,  while  the  gaping 
natives  surround  them  and  stare  inquisitively  at  this  strange 
bird  which  has  descended  without  warning  from  the  skies. 
"Better  get  them  valves  ground  and  carburetor  cleaned/'  ad- 
vises one  aborigine.  "I'd  advance  that  spark  a  little,"  a  second 
native  suggests.  "Your  mixture's  pretty  rich,"  adds  a  third 
unenlightened  savage.  "Personally  I  always  advise  a  thin 
mixture  in  hot  climates  like  this." 


Africa  at  Last! 
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AN  INCIDENT  OF  THE  TRAIL 

While  old  Britches  holds  his  sword  in  readiness  and  Chester 
levels  his  trusty  camera,  June  Triplett  advances  confidently  to 
meet  the  huge  rhinoceros  facing  them  in  the  jungle  trail.  In 
order  to  guard  against  unnecessary  risk,  of  course,  June  has 
previously  ordered  her  natives  to  run  ahead  and  catch  this 
beast,  truss  it  securely,  pump  bullets  into  it  steadily  for  a 
half  hour,  spray  it  with  machine  gun  fire,  shoot  it  full  of 
poisoned  arrows,  and  as  a  last  resort,  skin  it  and  stuff  it  with 
absorbent  cotton.  It  was  due  largely  to  certain  sensible  pre- 
cautions such  as  this  that  our  June  emerged  from  Africa  un- 
scathed in  order  to  write  her  thrilling  autobiography. 
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wife  and  naked  children  and  showed  them  the  curi- 
ous contents  of  my  leather  sack. 

"If  you  are  really  interested  in  the  subject,"  I 
said,  "I  could  leave  you  this  illuminating  book  on 
African  magic  by  William  Seabrook,  which  de- 
scribes more  fully  these  quaint  superstitions." 

"I'd  love  to  glance  it  over,  I'm  sure,"  murmured 
the  old  native  politely;  and  as  I  handed  him  Jungle 
Ways  and  ordered  our  safari  to  move  on  down  the 
trail,  he  waved  his  hand  to  me  gratefully  and  then 
murmured  something  to  his  wife  which  I  did  not 
quite  understand.1 

It  was  during  this  forced  march  through  the 
mysterious  Yaf ouba  country  that  I  encountered  my 
first  actual  example  of  African  black  magic;  and 
I  can  only  say  that  the  experience  was  one  that  I 
do  not  expect  people  to  believe.  There  are  some 
things  which  put  too  much  strain  upon  the  credulity 
— even  the  credulity  of  a  travel-book  reader.  I  refer 
to  the  famous  magician  who  attempts  to  pierce  a 
baby  girl  through  and  through  with  his  sword. 

I  say  attempts.  I  do  not  claim  that  the  event 
took  place.  I  do  not  say  that  I  saw  it  happen.  I 
do  not  say  that  the  sword  actually  pierced  the  body 

iWhat  he  said  sounded  very  much  like  "I  must  not  forget  to 
mention  this  in  my  book  about  Darkest  America." 
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of  a  baby  girl.  I  do  not  even  say  that  there  was  any 
baby  girl,  let  alone  any  sword.  For  that  matter,  I 
am  not  perfectly  sure  that  I  was  in  Africa  at  the 
time.  I  only  say  that  whatever  it  was  that  hap- 
pened, happened.    They  can't  hang  me  for  that. 

The  two  performers  who  were  to  exhibit  this 
strange  feat  had  been  in  seclusion  all  day,  and  only 
appeared  at  night  when  the  chief  of  the  village  in- 
vited us  over  to  his  hut  for  coffee  and  cigars.  The 
little  native  girl  entered  riding  on  the  shoulders  of 
the  huge  native  magician,  her  dainty  body  quite 
nude  save  for  glittering  anklets  and  bracelets,  a 
dazzling  coronet  of  aigrette-plumes,  and  a  pocket- 
handkerchief  which  she  held  in  her  hand.  As  the 
pair  halted  before  us,  the  giant  magician  knelt  on 
one  foot,  clasped  his  hands  before  him  and  shouted 
"Hup !"  at  which  the  little  girl  bounded  lightly  to 
the  ground,  polished  her  hands  briskly  on  the  hand- 
kerchief, shouted  "Hep  I"  and  tossed  it  to  the  ma- 
gician, who  polished  his  hands  briskly  and  tossed 
it  in  turn  to  an  assistant.    Then  they  both  bowed. 

Two  assistant  magicians  now  staggered  across 
the  village  compound,  carrying  a  tall  cabinet  with 
canvas  sides.  This  they  set  directly  in  front  of  a 
folding  screen.  The  magician  then  stepped  for- 
ward, glowered  belligerently,  and  invited  the  mem- 
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bers  of  the  audience  to  step  up  and  investigate  the 
cabinet;  and  after  some  elbowing  and  nudging  a 
couple  of  little  boys  rose  and  walked  up  to  the  cab- 
inet, peeked  into  it  with  a  foolish  grin,  and  returned 
sheepishly  to  their  seats.  The  little  girl  then 
shouted  "Hep!",  bowed,  and  stepped  into  the  cab- 
inet, after  which  the  magician  shut  the  door  and 
locked  it  securely. 

And  then  whatever  it  was  that  happened* 
happened. 

The  magician  took  out  a  long  sword  from  a  scab- 
bard and  ran  his  thumb  along  it  once  or  twice  to  test 
the  blade.  With  a  cry  of  "Hup!"  he  suddenly 
plunged  the  sword  once,  twice,  thrice  through  the 
side  of  the  cabinet.  There  was  no  sign  of  blood  on 
the  blade  as  he  drew  it  out;  and  yet  the  sword 
clearly  pierced  through  the  side  of  the  cabinet  up 
to  the  hilt.  With  a  final  thrust  of  the  sword,  the 
magician  put  it  back  in  his  scabbard,  bowed, 
shouted  "Hup!"  and  opened  the  door. 

There  was  a  moment's  silence.  He  glanced  in-* 
side,  frowned,  closed  the  door  rapidly,  and  bowed 
to  the  audience  once  more. 

"Hup !"  he  shouted  again,  a  little  louder. 

This  time  he  opened  the  door  cautiously,  peered 
inside,  and  slammed  it  shut  again.    With  an  oath, 
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he  stepped  around  behind  the  screen.  We  heard  a 
loud  slap,  a  sleepy  "Wh — what?"  and  an  angry 
murmur  in  response ;  and  then  the  magician  stepped 
before  the  cabinet  once  more,  bowed  to  the  audi- 
ence, shouted  "Hup !"  and  opened  the  door,  and  out 
stepped  the  little  native  girl,  yawning  a  little  but 
quite  unhurt.  Together  they  strode  grimly  through 
the  crowd,  and  disappeared  together  into  the  en- 
closure, arguing  together  in  low  tones. 

This  I  saw  with  my  own  eyes;  and  I  have  no 
explanation  to  offer.  Whatever  had  happened,  had 
happened.    That  is  all  I  can  say. 

After  this  strange  and  vaguely  disturbing  ex- 
perience, I  hurried  forward  even  more  rapidly 
toward  the  hidden  village  of  Mumbo  Jumbo,  deep 
in  the  heart  of  the  mysterious  jungle;  and  now  I 
felt  that  I  must  be  approaching  the  end  of  my  quest. 
Suddenly  old  Britches  clutched  my  hand  and 
pointed  to  a  sign  in  the  trail  ahead. 

"You  are  now  entering  the  village  of  Mumbo 
Jumbo,"  it  read.  "Speed  limit  fifteen  miles  per 
hour.    Lion  Club  meets  every  Thursday  at  1:00." 

My  heart  leaped  with  joy  as  our  long-awaited 
goal  drew  near  at  last.  In  this  strange  village,  I 
knew,  dwelt  the  ancient  and  far-famed  African 
witch-doctor,  O-Yeah;  and  here,  from  the  lips  of 
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the  noted  practitioner  of  Black  Magic,  I  could  learn 
that  which  I  sought.  Before  I  embarked  upon  the 
long  autobiography  of  my  expedition  across  the 
Dark  Continent  with  gun  and  camera,  I  had  deter- 
mined to  consult  this  black  Diagbe  in  order  that 
my  work  should  be  as  successful  as  the  rest  of  the 
African  books.  Clutching  Britches  timidly  by  the 
hand,  I  entered  the  silent  and  mysterious  village 
and  proceeded  down  the  deserted  clay  street. 

"Look,  June,"  whispered  old  Britches  in  awed 
tones. 

We  had  halted  before  a  modest  thatched  hut  at 
the  further  end  of  the  village;  and  here,  to  my  min- 
gled relief  and  terror,  I  discerned  a  small  sign  out- 
side the  door:  "O-Yeah,  W.D.  Office  hours,  7-9 
p.m."  and  below  it  the  abrupt  notice:  "Spirits  en- 
ter without  knocking." 

With  a  glance  of  apprehension  at  Britches,  I 
opened  the  door  of  the  hut,  and  together  we  stepped 
inside. 
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O-Yeah,  W.D.1 


*  Witch  doctor. 


Chapter  III 

I  admit  that  it  was  not  without  some  trepidation 
that  I  entered  the  dark  hut  of  O-Yeah.  Strange 
myths  and  rumors  surrounded  this  occult  figure 
whom  we  had  sought  since  the  outset  of  our  trip. 
According  to  the  African  "Who's  Hoodoo,"  x  for 
example,  O-Yeah  was  not  only  past  president  of  the 
Society  of  African  Magicians,  Inc.,  but  also  a  rec- 
ognized leader  of  the  Voodoo  Workers'  Union,  and 
head  of  the  Institute  of  Psychic  Research  at  Tim- 
buctoo.  In  addition,  O-Yeah  was  commonly  re- 
ported to  be  of  supernatural  origin  himself,  and 
jungle  gossip  had  it  that  he  was  actually  a  son  of 
a  witch. 

The  strong  smell  of  antiseptic  assailed  our  nos- 
trils as  we  stepped  through  the  thatched  doorway. 

i  A  valuable  reference  book  of  practicing  African  witch-doctors, 
also  known  as  the  "Witch's  Which.'* 
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As  my  eyes  grew  more  accustomed  to  the  light,  I 
found  that  we  were  in  a  large  ante-room,  half-filled 
with  solemn  natives,  who  stared  at  us  belligerently 
as  we  took  our  seats,  and  then  resumed  their  inter- 
rupted reading  of  some  old  copies  of  "The  Literary 
Digest"  and  "The  National  Geographic."  For  a 
few  moments  the  room  was  ominously  still,  save 
for  the  brief  rustle  of  turning  pages.  Suddenly 
from  the  inner  office  came  a  low  groan  and  a  little 
yelp  of  pain.  The  natives  seated  about  us  looked 
up,  and  nodded  to  each  other  significantly. 

"That  must  be  Nellie's  devil  he  just  pulled," 
whispered  an  elderly  woman  to  her  neighbor.  "She 
only  had  a  local  anaesthetic,  poor  dear." 

"Speaking  of  devils — "  interrupted  her  neighbor 
eagerly. 

"Did  I  ever  tell  you  about  the  time  I  had  my 
evil  spirit  out — ?"  began  a  third,  leaning  forward  in 
her  chair. 

At  this  moment  the  inner  door  opened,  and  a 
trim  native  girl  in  white  thrust  her  head  into  the 
waiting-room  and  glanced  around  the  circle  of  ex- 
pectant faces  turned  toward  her. 

"All  right,  Miss  Triplett,"  she  nodded  to  me. 

I  rose  nervously,  cowering  under  the  resentful 
eyes  of  the  other  patients  in  the  room,  and  entered 

42 


COCONUT  OIL 

the  inner  office  quickly.  As  I  shut  the  door  behind 
me,  my  eye  took  in  swiftly  the  details  of  the  room: 
the  sacrificial  knives,  the  spirit-water,  and  the  neat 
white-enamel  cases  holding  assorted  skulls,  grigris, 
Fetiches,  taboos,  charms,  and  other  implements  of 
the  witch-doctor's  profession.  Behind  his  flat- 
topped  desk,  Dr.  O-Yeah  pushed  back  his  chair  and 
rose,  extending  his  hand  cordially. 

"Well,  well,  well,"  he  boomed  in  a  cheerful  voice* 
grasping  my  hand,  "if  it  isn't  little  June,  my,  but 
you're  getting  to  be  a  great  big  girl,  aren't  you,  I 
remember  the  last  time  I  saw  you,  how  you  used  to 
lie  on  your  back  and  kick  your  legs  whenever  I 
tickled  your  tummy,  ha,  ha,"  he  winked  at  old 
Britches,  "does  she  still  do  that,  Captain?  Eh? 
Ha  ha.  .  .  ." 

Chuckling  to  himself,  he  took  out  a  huge  gold 
watch  which  he  held  in  his  left  hand,  and  grasped 
my  wrist  between  his  thumb  and  forefinger.  "Well 
.  .  .  how's  Cousin  Stella  these  days?  And  little  Har- 
riet? And  Uncle  Sidney — did  he  ever  have  any 
more  trouble  with  that  gall  bladder?"  He  paused 
and  glanced  at  the  watch.  "Hm  .  .  .  hm.  ...  I  see 
we're  running  a  little  pulse  today,  just  a  little,  noth- 
ing to  worry  about.  Now,  if  you'll  just  open  your 
mouth  a  wee  mite — " 
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He  thrust  a  thermometer  deftly  under  my 
tongue. 

"Well,  now,  tell  me,  June,  how  do  you  like 
Africa?"  he  asked.  "Having  a  nice  time,  hm?  Seen 
a  lot  of  interesting  sights?" 

"Umk,"  I  replied,  biting  the  thermometer. 

"I'll  bet  you've  had  lots  of  interesting  experi- 
ences, yes  sirree,  I'll  bet  you'll  be  giving  us  a  book 
one  of  these  days,  eh?" 

"Ug  . . .  owk. ..."  I  murmured  modestly. 

"Well-11,  now,"  said  the  witch-doctor,  taking  out 
the  thermometer  and  shaking  it  briskly.  "Yes  .  .  . 
um-hm.  .  .  ."  He  adjusted  the  pince-nez  glasses 
that  swung  at  the  end  of  a  long  black  ribbon, 
frowned  at  the  thermometer  more  closely,  pursed 
his  lips,  and  nodded :  "Hm,  well. . . ."  He  sat  down 
opposite  me.  "Does  it  hurt  any  place  in  particu- 
lar?" 

"Not  especially,  Doctor,"  I  began  nervously- 
"Sometimes  I  have  a  shooting  pain  in  my  right  side, 
and  once  in  a  while  I  feel  sort  of  dizzy  and  then  of 
course  my  appetite  isn't  very  good,  and  I  get  a  little 
constipated — " 

"Does  it  hurt  you  to  take  a  deep  breath?"  he  in- 
quired, placing  his  hand  on  my  chest. 

"Not  especially,"  I  said. 
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He  placed  his  hand  on  my  back.  "Do  you  feel  it 
here?" 

"No,"  I  said. 

He  lowered  his  hand  a  little.  "Now  do  you  feel 
it?" 

I  shook  my  head. 

He  lowered  his  hand  further.    "Feel  it  now?" 

"I  certainly  do,"  I  said  suddenly,  "and  I'd  thank 
you  to  stick  to  your  business,  too." 

"Well,  now,"  laughed  the  Doctor,  with  a  good- 
natured  wink  at  Britches.  "Tell  me,  June,  what 
can  I  do  for  you?" 

"It's  this  way,  Doctor,"  I  began.  "Obviously  no 
one  ever  heard  of  a  famous  explorer  writing  his 
own  travel-book.  It  simply  isn't  done  by  our  best 
travelers.  So  before  I  wrote  my  autobiography,  I 
naturally  came  here  to  see  if  you  could — I  mean,  I 
wondered  if — " 

"I  understand,"  interrupted  the  witch-doctor, 
"You  want  a  ghost,  is  that  it?" 

I  nodded. 

"It's  a  rather  delicate  operation,"  he  warned. 
"Good  ghosts  are  sometimes  hard  to  raise.  How- 
ever, I'll  do  my  best." 

"Will  it  be  very  painful?"  I  asked. 

"Ho,  bless  you,  no,  you  won't  even  feel  it,"  he 
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Despite  the  rigours  of  the  trip,  June  nevertheless  found 
opportunity  to  mingle  with  the  natives  from  time  to  time  and 
exchange  idle  gossip,  as  women  will,  concerning  certain  inti- 
mate problems  of  home  and  motherhood.  Here  June  is  ex- 
plaining to  an  interested  savage  the  proper  way  to  hold  a  babe 
in  arms,  a  position  heartily  endorsed  by  the  native's  own 
tiny  offspring.  This  jungle  baby  was  presented  to  June  quite 
unexpectedly  at  the  outset  of  the  trip,  and  in  time  became  her 
baboon  companion. 


Jungle  Babies 


"  'SAFARI  r 

"Lookit  the  pansy!"  exclaims  Ego,  as  he  and  several  other 
porters  drop  their  labors  for  the  nance,  and  engage  in  a  little 
boisterous  laughter  at  his  expense.  The  object  of  their  mirth 
leans  on  his  cane,  hand  on  hip,  and  regards  his  tormentors 
disdainfully.  Despite  their  kidding,  he  is  being  a  biological 
sport  about  it. 
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smiled.  "It's  a  very  simple  excise.  Just  be  in  the 
village  square  at  midnight — "  He  jotted  the  ap- 
pointment down  on  a  little  card  and  handed  it  to  me. 
"Thank  you,  good  day.    Next,  please,  nurse.  .  .  ." 


The  eerie  beating  of  the  tom-toms  mingled  with 
the  chanting  of  natives  and  the  weird  cries  of  night 
prowlers  at  the  jungle's  edge,  as  we  took  our  places 
nervously  that  midnight  at  the  appointed  spot. 
Poor  Chester  Drawers  was  trembling  like  a  poplar 
leaf;  and  even  old  Britches  was  noticeably  shaken, 
and  smoked  his  calabash  rapidly  in  staccato  puffs. 

I  admit  that  I  likewise  felt  a  slight  shudder  of 
apprehension  and  excitement  at  the  barbaric  and 
forbidden  ceremonies  which  were  about  to  take 
place  in  the  dead  of  night  in  this  ghost-ridden  gray 
village,  lit  fitfully  by  the  wavering  lanterns.  It 
seemed  a  sinister  dream-door  to  mystery,  and  I 
dreaded  to  cross  its  ominous  threshold.  The  na- 
tives who  had  gathered  in  little  groups  about  us 
also  fell  silent,  watching,  waiting  for  something. 
Even  the  tom-toms  gradually  ceased,  and  the  wail- 
ing died  away.    There  was  only  the  tension. 

This  tension  was  broken  suddenly  by  a  death- 
bleating  from  darkness  under  the  trees  close  by.    A 
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moment  later  the  witch-doctor  in  his  high  head-dress 
and  operating  mask  entered  the  compound,  bearing 
a  fearful  mass  of  entrails  which  glistened  in  the 
torchlight.  Pausing  before  us  and  holding  the  drip- 
ping entrails  over  a  basin,  he  dipped  his  fingers  in 
the  bowl  and  smeared  the  warm  blood  first  on  my 
forehead,  then  on  the  foreheads  of  old  Britches,  of 
Chester  Drawers  (who  had  fainted) ,  and  of  all  the 
porters  in  my  safari.  At  last  he  lifted  the  entrails 
high  above  his  head,  and  hurled  them  with  all  his 
strength  up  into  the  air.  We  waited  tense:  but 
they  did  not  descend  again.  There  was  only  a  hol- 
low ripple  of  feminine  laughter  in  the  distance,  and 
then  silence. 

"I  don't  understand — "  I  began  nervously. 

Britches  only  clutched  my  hand  tighter  and 
pointed  at  the  center  of  the  compound,  pale  in  the 
dim  light  of  the  lanterns.  A  low  moaning  swept  the 
clearing,  and  a  flash  of  lightning  brightened  the  scene 
for  a  moment,  followed  by  a  distant  growl  of  thun- 
der. Suddenly  a  single  shot  rang  out.  For  a  mo- 
ment there  was  a  shocked  silence,  and  even  the 
groaning  ceased.  A  clock  struck  thirteen  times. 
And  then,  as  I  stared  in  horror,  a  section  of  a  book- 
case opened  slowly  outward,  and  a  slender  gloved 
hand  groped  for  the  light-switch. 
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"Good  God  Almighty!  Junie!  Look!"  breathed 
Britches. 

As  he  spoke,  every  light  in  the  village  compound 
plunged  out.  In  the  pitch  blackness  there  was  the 
sound  of  a  sudden  scuffle,  a  shriek  of  agony,  then  a 
low  groan  and  the  sound  of  a  falling  body.  Some- 
one placed  a  cigar  between  his  lips;  in  the  brief  flare 
of  the  match  his  face  was  revealed  only  for  a  sec- 
ond, but  in  that  fraction  of  time  he  had  lit  his  cigar. 

"You  may  as  well  confess,"  came  the  calm  tones 
of  Inspector  Boyd  of  Scotland  Yard.  "We've  got 
the  goods  on  you.  Ever  see  this  before?"  holding 
up  an  arm-bone.  "Where's  the  rest  of  the  body? 
Out  with  it,  man !" 

"And  if  I  refuse?"  parried  Mr.  Chang;  and  fired. 
The  eerie  darkness  of  the  village  compound  seemed 
to  pulse  with  excitement,  and  the  groans  increased, 
followed  by  the  rattle  of  chains  and  the  distinct 
sound  of  someone  chopping  wood.  For  a  moment  a 
shrouded  figure  seemed  to  hover  overhead,  flapping 
its  bat-like  wings.  Two  revolvers  spat  fire  simul- 
taneously. 

"I'll  admit  you  were  pretty  clever,"  sneered 
Revelstoke,  "but  I  was  just  a  little  bit  cleverer. 
Two  can  play  at  that  game,"  he  hissed,  snapping 
the  irons  on  the  prostrate  form  of  Mr.  Chang,  just 
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as  the  door  opened,  and  Mr.  Chang  entered  as 
breathless  as  a  cat,  the  blood  streaming  from  a  cut 
over  his  left  temple. 

"Father!"  he  screamed;  and  fired. 

Revelstoke  toyed  with  his  smoking  revolver  and 
coolly  contemplated  the  body  before  him.  "An  ugly 
business,  Inspector,"  he  muttered  solemnly.  "Never 
in  my  checkered  career  have  I  been  so  completely 
hoodwinked." 

My  God,  who  are  you?"  gasped  Inspector  Boyd. 
I    am   your    daughter,"    replied    Mr.    Chang 
simply. 

A  low  moaning  swept  the  clearing,  and  a  flash 
of  lightning  brightened  the  scene  for  a  moment,  fol- 
lowed by  a  distant  growl  of  thunder.  Suddenly  a 
single  shot  rang  out.  For  a  moment  there  was  a 
shocked  silence,  and  even  the  groaning  ceased.  A 
clock  struck  thirteen  times.  Britches  clutched  my 
arm. 

"I  think  this  is  where  we  came  in,"  he  whispered. 
"We  saw  this  part  before." 

I  nodded  and  rose  quietly,  and  with  Chester  and 
the  rest  of  our  safari  we  tiptoed  silently  out  of  the 
mystery-filled  compound.  Behind  us  came  the 
sound  of  a  scuffle,  a  shriek  of  agony,  then  a  low 
groan  and  the  sound  of  a  falling  body.    I  took  out 
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a  cigarette  nervously,  and  passed  the  pack  to 
Britches  and  Chester. 

"It's  more  than  I  can  understand,"  I  whispered 
in  awe,  as  we  hurried  in  relief  from  the  ghost-ridden 
village.  "It's  voodoo,  black  magic,  sorcery.  Who 
can  tell  what  it  means?" 

Chester  lit  a  match  and  held  it  to  the  tip  of  my 
cigarette  with  hands  that  trembled  like  a  maple  leaf. 
I  inhaled  in  relief,  and  he  held  the  match  to  Britches' 
cigarette. 

"Poppycock,"  grunted  Britches,  between  puffs. 
"Sheer  superstition,  that's  all.  The  uncivilized  sav- 
age is  great  for  all  this  mumbo-jumbo  and  mystery. 
Personally  I  don't  believe  in — "  He  broke  off 
abruptly,  and  an  expression  of  horror  crossed  his 
face.  With  a  quick  movement  he  knocked  the 
lighted  match  from  Chester's  hand. 

"Three  on  a  match!"  exclaimed  Britches  sternly. 
"You  ought  to  know  better.  Do  you  want  to  bring 
us  all  bad  luck?" 

I  knocked  on  wood. 
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Chapter  IV 

Africa! 

The  jungle  scene!  The  thundering  herd!  The 
burning  veldt ! 

The  startled  crocodiles  slithered  down  the  mud- 
banks  into  the  river,  and  great  flocks  of  impalla 
flitted  through  the  trees  as  our  safari  hastened  along 
the  narrow  trail  that  led  toward  the  teeming  game- 
fields  of  Tanganyika.  Overhead  bright-colored 
macaws  and  Commander  birds1  wheeled  and 
flashed  in  the  sunlight;  troops  of  red  monkeys 
scampered  through  the  tree-tops,  chattering  and 
showering  us  with  coconuts;  while  several  zebras 
and  giraffes  peered  from  the  scrubby  underbrush, 
anxious  to  size  up  this  latest  expedition  that  had 
arrived  to  spy  upon  their  private  lives. 

Mounted  upon  my  crude  hammock,  borne  by  six 
dusky  redcaps  in  their  gay  native  head-dress,  I  sat 

1  The  Commander  bird,  so  far  as  is  known,  is  the  only  bird  in  exist- 
ence that  wears  fur  instead  of  feathers. 

57 


COCONUT  OIL 

solemnly  at  the  head  of  our  eager  safari,  whose  lives 
for  the  next  few  months  were  to  rest  entirely  within 
my  hands.  I  was  clad  for  the  occasion  in  my  cus- 
tomary expedition  costume,  or  trek  suit,  consisting 
of  khaki  shirt  and  shorts,  bright-colored  riding  boots 
with  high  French  heels,  two  cartridge  belts  crossed 
on  my  chest,  and  a  steady  vacuous  smile;  and  my 
broad  slouch  hat  was  tilted  back  upon  my  forehead 
to  disclose  the  keen,  piercing  eyes  staring  toward 
the  horizon,  the  Triplett  jaw  thrust  forward  in  an 
expression  of  determination  that  boded  ill  for  the 
lions  and  gorillas  lurking  in  the  far-off  veldt. 

Beside  me  faithful  old  Britches  likewise  sat  in  a 
clumsy  native-drawn  hammock,  his  eyes  lit  also 
with  the  prospect  of  adventure,  staring  ahead. 
About  our  feet  were  grouped  our  native  boys,  por- 
ters, house-servants,  cooks,  headmen,  footmen, 
valets,  private  secretaries,  directors,  assistant  di- 
rectors, publishers,  editors,  newspaper  interviewers, 
lecture-managers  and  other  necessary  members  of 
our  vast  expedition,  all  similarly  lit  with  the  pros- 
pect of  adventure,  all  staring  ahead.  In  the  fore- 
ground my  huge  albino  gun-bearer,  Ego,  reclined 
on  one  elbow,  his  forefinger  resting  alongside  one 
cheek  and  his  free  arm  clasping  a  coconut  marked 
"Yale,  '81."    He  was  also  staring  straight  ahead. 
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For  a  moment  no  one  stirred.  The  solemnity  of 
the  moment  held  everyone  breathless.  I  sat  rigid 
and  tense  in  my  crude  hammock,  motionless,  my 
eyes  fixed  in  space,  an  immobile  smile  upon  my  lips, 
my  left  fist  clutching  a  .22  rifle  and  my  right  brand- 
ishing a  small  American  flag.  The  dramatic  silence 
was  broken  by  the  sudden  click  of  Chester's  camera ; 
whereupon  I  clambered  out  of  my  uncomfortable 
hammock  with  a  sigh  of  relief,  handed  my  cumber- 
some cartridge  belts  and  riding-boots  to  an  assist- 
ant, and  stepped  into  a  luxurious  waiting  limousine. 
Our  jungle  trek  had  begun. 

Our  course  lay  through  the  great,  mysterious, 
almost  unknown  Ituri  forest;  and  consequently  I 
was  forced  to  travel  extremely  light,  and  content 
myself  only  with  the  barest  necessities  of  life.  In- 
asmuch as  all  the  packing  along  the  jungle  trail  is 
done  on  the  backs  of  naked  coolies,  I  could  only 
bring  along  those  few  articles  which  I  could  not 
possibly  do  without.  Of  my  modest  train  of  not 
more  than  seven  hundred  coolies,  therefore,  the  first 
fifty  carried  steamer  trunks  containing  my  evening 
wraps,  cloaks,  and  shawls.  The  next  dozen  or 
more  brought  along  a  few  little  changes  for  after- 
noon wear,  and  the  succeeding  score  carried  some 
simple  morning  frocks.    The  following  hundred  or 
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so  staggered  under  my  array  of  chemises,  negligees, 
silk  stockings,  and  dainty  under-things ;  the  next 
group  carried  my  shoes,  slippers  and  dancing 
pumps ;  the  next  brought  along  my  hats  and  scarfs ; 
the  next  my  sports  clothing,  including  golf  and  ten- 
nis outfits,  yachting  clothes,  and  ski  costumes ;  and 
the  remaining  hundred  or  more  redcaps  struggled 
with  such  indispensable  parts  of  my  toilet  as  cos- 
metics, lipsticks,  rouge,  facial  massage,  scented 
soap,  powder,  eyebrow  pencils,  mascara,  and  several 
boudoir  mirrors.  The  last  coolie  brought  along  my 
bath-salts,  and  a  small  suitcase  containing  the  food 
and  equipment  for  the  rest  of  the  expedition. 

At  nights  along  the  trail  we  always  made  a  simple 
little  camp,  just  enough  to  shelter  us  from  the 
beetles  and  predatory  fireflies  of  the  jungle.  This 
rough-and-ready  lean-to  seldom  consisted  of  more 
than  fifteen  or  twenty  rooms,  with  six  or  eight 
baths,  hot-and-cold  running  water,  swimming-pool, 
tennis  court  and  nearby  golf-course.  It  was  thrown 
together  rapidly  each  dusk  out  of  some  walls,  stair- 
cases and  roofs  that  my  natives  packed  on  safari; 
and  although  it  was  cramped  and  inconvenient,  yet 
I  managed  to  rest  in  it  quite  as  comfortably  as  if  I 
were  sleeping  in  some  up-to-date  luxurious  hotel. 
Years  of  experience  out-of-doors  have  taught  me  to 
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"rough  it"  under  any  conditions ;  and  in  fact  it  was 
this  ability  to  bear  up  under  any  hardship,  and  trot 
along  the  trail  for  miles  and  miles  without  tiring, 
that  led  the  natives  to  give  me  the  pet  name  of 
Y'Bim-Bo,  "the-little-white-girl-who-is-half-horse." 
They  never  explained  which  half. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  this  ability  of  mine  to  do 
a  man's  work  in  the  jungle,  and  yet  manage  to  re- 
main attractive  at  all  times,  even  under  the  most  try- 
ing circumstances,1  has  puzzled  most  of  my  friends ; 
and  in  order  to  clear  up  this  mystery  and  explain 
my  success,  a  few  words  here  might  not  be  amiss. 
During  my  expedition  into  Africa,  for  example,  I 
posed  sitting  astride  slain  animals  from  which  the 
average  girl  would  shrink ;  but  always  I  managed  to 
retain  that  elusive  feminine  something  so  necessary 
to  the  current  rotogravure  section  photograph.  I 
estimate  roughly  that  in  my  trip  across  Africa  I 
had  my  photograph  recorded  perched  on  the  heads 
of  896  dead  lions,  1,617  slaughtered  leopards,  and 
543  slaughtered  gorillas,  not  to  mention  any  num- 
ber of  deceased  impalla,  cheetahs  and  gnus.  I  have 
coiled  wistfully  inside  the  ears  of  approximately 
300  slain  elephants.    I  have  peered  out  coyly  from 

i  Alongside  a  dead  rhinoceros,  for  example,  my  friends  tell  me  I 
am  positively  beautiful. 
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"Lion!  Beware!"  whispers  Ego,  my  huge  albino  porter,  as 
he  points  warningly  at  a  menacing  specimen  crouching  in  my 
very  path,  his  fangs  bared  and  his  muscles  tensed  to  spring. 
It  was  the  watchful  eye  of  this  faithful  retainer  which 
warned  me  at  all  times  of  the  dangers  that  lay  ahead; 
and,  like  so  many  other  African  explorers,  I  feel  I  owe  most  of 
my  success  to  my  large  and  ever-present  Ego. 


B 
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Flora  and  Fanny 


FLORA  AND  FANNY 

Rudely  interrupted  during  his  scientific  investigation  of 
love-life  among  the  algae  at  the  water-hole  (which  may  be 
discerned  at  his  feet)  Professor  Odd  of  the  University  of  Hard 
Knocks  turns  to  his  horror  to  gaze  into  the  blood-shot  eyes 
and  dripping  maw  of  an  infuriated  lion.  Professor  Odd  sub- 
sequently shattered  the  record  of  du  Chaillu,  the  French  ex- 
plorer, who  crossed  Africa  in  1806.  The  Professor  made  it 
in  eighteen  flat. 
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the  horns  of  between  90  and  100  punctured  rhi- 
noceri.  Yet  in  all  these  pictures  I  have  never  failed 
to  register  the  same  smile ;  and  consequently  I  now 
offer  here  free  (for  what  it  is  worth)  the  secret  of 
how  I  earned  the  reputation  of  being  the  most  beau- 
tiful white  woman  at  Lake  Celeste,  a  spot  which  I 
had  the  added  honor  of  being  the  first  white  woman 
ever  to  visit. 

Needless  to  say,  the  technique  of  posing  with 
these  jungle  beasts  is  not  one  which  may  be  mas- 
tered in  a  day.  The  strictest  care  both  as  to  dress 
and  deportment  is  absolutely  essential  in  order  to 
secure  good  results.  In  the  first  place,  the  choice 
of  the  animal  itself  is  all-important;  and  the  lady 
should  select  only  those  natural  backgrounds  to 
which  she  can  adapt  her  own  particular  personality 
with  ease  and  grace.  If  milady  is  given  to  stout- 
ness, for  example,  she  should  scrupulously  avoid 
posing  on  the  head  of  a  fallen  hippopotamus,  since 
the  proportions  of  the  beast  are  inclined  to  accent 
her  own  full  figure.  On  the  other  hand,  should  ma- 
dame  be  exceptionally  thin,  she  must  refrain  from 
standing  alongside  a  zebra  unless  the  creature  is 
lying  down,  since  the  horizontal  stripes  only  bring 
out  her  excessive  slenderness  of  shape.  Ladies  with 
thick  ankles  will  find  more  pleasing  results  if  they 
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select  an  elephant  rather  than,  let  us  say,  a  gazelle. 
In  my  own  case,  I  may  add,  I  dislike  being  photo- 
graphed beside  a  leopard,  since  it  usually  serves  to 
show  up  my  freckles. 

The  choice  of  costume  to  select  when  posing  on 
an  animal's  head  is  likewise  highly  important.  I 
have  found  on  the  whole  that  a  trim  hunting  suit  of 
khaki,  with  perhaps  just  a  touch  of  lace  at  the 
throat  to  relieve  the  heavy  masculine  note,  is  most 
effective  with  big  furry  animals  like  lions  and  tigers. 
On  the  other  hand,  gorillas  usually  call  for  some 
clinging  diaphanous  substance,  and  an  added  effect 
may  be  achieved  by  dropping  one  shoulder-strap 
and  letting  the  hair  down.  A  flowered  organdie  or 
some  bright  crepe-de- Chine  is  eminently  satisfac- 
tory with  small  and  delicate  creatures  like  imp  alia 
and  wrart-hogs ;  while  a  striped  French  serge  is  usu- 
ally more  correct  for  formal  zebras  and  hartebeests. 
For  boa-constrictors  and  pythons,  on  the  other 
hand,  I  usually  urge  a  low-cut  evening  dress 
trimmed  with  black  jet,  sheer  silk  stockings,  and 
perhaps  a  single  rose  in  the  teeth.  My  hair  I  usu- 
ally wear  at  all  times  in  a  fluffy  bob,  since  I  feel 
this  expresses  more  accurately  the  feeling  of  the 
coconut-palm. 

Last  but  not  least,  the  amateur  exploress  must 
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realize  that  in  Africa  there  are  terrific  dangers 
lurking  at  every  hand;  and  the  cautious  lady  trav- 
eler will  always  strive  to  be  prepared  for  any  emer- 
gency that  may  arise.  This  lesson  was  brought  home 
to  me  by  a  narrow  escape  which  occurred  on  my 
second  day  in  the  jungle.  In  my  haste  to  get  on 
the  trail  that  morning,  I  had  carelessly  neglected 
to  take  the  proper  precautions  in  making  my  toil- 
ette; and  as  we  pushed  through  the  jungle,  there 
arose  suddenly  a  terrifying  yell  from  the  bushes. 
Before  I  could  collect  my  wits,  a  band  of  savage 
cannibals  in  full  war-paint  burst  upon  me.  You 
can  imagine  my  mortification,  therefore,  when  I  dis- 
covered that  I  did  not  have  so  much  as  a  dab  of 
rouge  on  my  cheeks.  Only  the  fortunate  fact  that 
Chester  had  neglected  to  put  a  new  roll  of  films  in 
his  camera  saved  me  from  the  most  acute 
embarrassment. 

On  another  occasion,  while  poking  around  the 
underbrush  in  search  of  dead  animals  to  photo- 
graph, a  blood-chilling  snort  sounded  in  my  ear; 
and  the  next  moment  a  huge  bull  rhinoceros 
charged  me  in  a  frenzy  of  rage.  I  had  barely  time 
to  whip  out  my  lipstick  and  level  it  to  my  lips  before 
Chester  raised  his  camera  and  shot  us  both,  in  the 
nick  of  time.    The  thought  of  the  horrible  picture  I 
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might  have  presented,  had  not  my  lipstick  been 
handy,  haunted  me  for  days  afterward. 

These  two  incidents,  however,  taught  me  my  les- 
son ;  and  since  that  time — and  this  is  the  final  secret 
which  I  would  impart  to  all  future  lady-explorers! 
— I  have  never  been  caught  in  the  woods  without  a 
complete  vanity  outfit,  which  Britches  always  car- 
ries slung  over  his  shoulder  for  any  emergency.  I 
keep  this  compact  well  stocked  with  powder,  mas- 
cara and  rouge,  and  my  trusty  lipstick  always 
swings  in  its  holster  by  my  side.  By  dint  of  con- 
scientious practice  before  the  mirror  for  three  hours 
daily,  moreover,  I  have  learned  to  draw  this  lipstick 
from  its  holster,  load  it,  aim  it  at  my  mouth,  and 
achieve  a  perfect  smile,  hardened  and  ready  for  use, 
within  the  record-breaking  time  of  thirteen  seconds. 
I  have  also  scored  heavily  from  time  to  time  with 
my  eyebrow-pencil.  It  is  this  type  of  preparedness 
which  the  lady-explorer  in  Africa  must  cultivate  if 
she  desires  to  survive  in  the  cruel  struggle  for  exist- 
ence amid  the  rotogravure  sections  today. 

Meantime  our  expedition  had  been  pushing  for- 
ward further  and  further  into  the  dark  jungle,  head- 
ing for  Tanganyika;  and  now  on  every  side  we 
began  to  see  unmistakable  signs  of  animal  life. 
Trampled  bushes  and  half -nibbled  stalks  of  banana 
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plants  were  becoming  more  noticeable  as  we  pro- 
gressed; the  fresh  spoor  of  elephants  was  plainly 
visible  (fortunately) ;  and  often  the  footprints  of 
large  cats  and  rhinos  crossed  our  trail.  Now  and 
then  unmistakable  growls  and  snorts  sounded  from 
the  deep  cane-brush,  and  an  occasional  dark  form 
would  slink  between  the  trees,  far  ahead,  and  melt 
into  the  silent  forest.  At  last  we  were  nearing  the 
final  stage  of  our  quest. 

As  we  pushed  forward  through  the  darkening 
jungle,  our  guns  leveled  and  every  muscle  tense, 
suddenly  Ego  raised  his  finger  to  his  lip  and  pointed 
silently  ahead.  I  stared  before  me,  and  then  my 
heart  stood  still. 

Face  to  face  with  me  in  the  trail,  his  jaws  ex- 
tended and  his  tail  waving  slowly  as  he  crouched 
to  spring,  stood  my  first  lion. 
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Chapter  V 

Simba! 

Surely  the  very  word  can  strike  cold  terror  into 
the  heart  of  any  African  explorer!  The  King  of 
Beasts,  with  his  terrible  knife-like  claws  and  eight 
murderous  teeth,  alone  accounts  for  the  horror  and 
dread  men  have  always  felt  toward  the  "Dark  Con- 
tinent." Travelers  may  report  hair-raising  experi- 
ences in  the  jungle  with  the  gorilla  or  the  rhino; 
but  none  of  these  other  familiar  features  of  the 
travel-books  can  ever  surpass  Africa's  classic  repu- 
tation for  lion — a  reputation,  incidentally,  which  is 
shared  by  most  of  the  travel-books  themselves. 

For  centuries  this  cruel  and  merciless  assassin  has 
roamed  the  forest  and  veldt  of  Africa,  marauding 
helpless  native  villages  and  devouring  his  prey.  And 
for  centuries  man  has  hunted  him  down  in  the 
jungle,  shot  him  to  death  with  rifles,  photographed 
him  to  death  with  cameras,  talked  him  to  death  in 
lectures,  or  written  him  to  death  in  autobiographies. 
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Among  travel-books  of  late,  to  be  sure,  there  has 
been  a  slight  tendency  away  from  lions  in  favor  of 
witchcraft  and  phallic  worship,1  and  certain  critics 
have  even  gone  so  far  as  to  predict  that  the  lion  has 
lost  his  punch ;  but  I  for  one  am  certain  this  slump 
is  only  temporary,  and  the  lion  at  bottom  is  funda- 
mentally sound.  The  King  of  Beasts  is  good  for 
a  lot  of  space  yet.  As  old  Horace  Greeley  was  wont 
to  murmur:  "A  lion  eating  a  man  is  nothing;  but 
whenever  you  see  a  man-eating  lion — that's  news!" 
Certainly  the  lion  is  a  treacherous  and  a  ruthless 
foe.  When  one  of  them  has  been  wounded,  for  ex- 
ample, the  perfidious  creature  will  often  veer  trai- 
torously and  seek  to  wound  his  pursuer.  More  than 
one  big-game  hunter  has  put  a  dozen  bullets  into 
various  sensitive  parts  of  a  lion's  anatomy,  only  to 
see  the  savage  and  uncivilized  beast  turn  on  him, 
Judas-like,  and  attack  him  with  demoniacal  cruelty. 
And  any  explorer  who  has  returned  from  safari 
with  a  proud  bag  of  fifteen  or  twenty  lions,  lionesses 
and  tiny  cubs  will  doubtless  bear  witness  to  the  fact 
that  the  lion  is  a  cruel  assassin  and  killer,  who  shows 
little  or  no  mercy. 

i  In  his  recent  report  upon  Africa,  for  example,  Mr.  William  Sea- 
brook  breaks  all  travel-book  records  by  failing  to  mention  the  lion 
once.  He  was  subsequently  barred  from  the  African  Explorers' 
Union. 
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All  these  facts  raced  through  my  mind  now  as  I 
halted  terror-stricken  in  the  jungle  trail,  and  faced 
the  huge  killer  that  crouched  menacingly  before  me, 
his  tail  waving  ominously  and  his  hungry  jaws  drip- 
ping with  foam.  In  a  flash  I  recalled  hair-raising 
tales  of  explorers  who  had  been  torn  limb  from  limb 
by  infuriated  lions,  of  terrified  natives  who  had  been 
dragged  to  their  doom  in  the  teeth  of  these  savage 
beasts,  of  the  thousand  and  one  narrow  escapes  I 
had  read  about  in  the  legends  under  rotogravure 
photographs.  For  a  moment  I  was  tempted  to  flee; 
but  I  controlled  this  weak  impulse,  and  steadied  my 
shaking  knees.  After  all,  duty  must  come  first !  I 
had  my  Public  to  consider. 

"Chester,"  I  called  to  my  cowering  camera-man, 
who  stood  behind  me  trembling  like  an  aspen  leaf, 
"get  your  camera  ready.    We  must  get  a  picture !" 

"Do  you  suppose  he  will  charge  us?"  gasped 
Chester  weakly. 

"No,  all  the  pictures  in  Africa  are  free,"  contrib- 
uted old  Britches,  who  no  doubt  felt  that  his  little 
jape  would  relieve  the  nervous  tension  of  the  mo- 
ment; but  I  saw  the  lion  wince  and  scowl  slightly 
at  Britches,  and  make  a  mental  note. 

Scarcely  daring  to  breathe,  poor  Chester  leveled 
his  camera  and  adjusted  the  lens.    The  savage  lion 

75 


COCONUT  OIL 

crouched  not  twenty  feet  from  us,  his  muscles 
tensed  to  spring,  his  eyes  glazed,  his  tail  stiffened 
behind  him.  Amid  a  death-like  silence,  Chester 
pressed  the  bulb.  At  the  click  of  the  shutter,  the 
lion  uttered  a  whinney  of  rage  and  hurtled  toward 
me  through  the  air. 

"Stop!"  cried  Chester,  in  the  nick  of  time. 

"What  is  it?"  I  gasped. 

"We've  got  to  take  it  over  again,"  Chester  ex- 
plained between  chattering  teeth.  "I  had  my  thumb 
over  the  lens." 

With  a  perceptible  frown  of  annoyance,  the  lion 
backed  with  rather  poor  grace  to  the  spot  he  had 
previously  occupied,  twenty  feet  away,  tensed  his 
muscles  again,  glazed  his  eyes,  and  stiffened  his  tail 
behind  him.  Chester  peered  into  the  finder,  and 
motioned  slightly  with  his  hand. 

"A  little  further  over  to  the  right,  please,"  he 
said.    "I  don't  seem  to  get  in  all  your  feet." 

Growling  ominously  to  himself,  the  lion  side- 
stepped a  little,  and  crouched  again,  his  red-rimmed 
eyes  fixed  on  the  camera.  Chester  meantime  was 
twisting  the  lens  and  frowning. 

"I  wonder  if  you  would  mind  going  up  and  hold- 
ing a  lighted  match  beside  his  head,  Miss  Triplett," 
he  whispered  to  me.    "I  just  can't  get  the  focus." 
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I  did  as  he  suggested.  At  last  Chester  looked 
up  with  a  bright  smile. 

"All  ready,"  he  said. 

I  took  my  place  in  the  trail. 

"All  ready?"  I  said. 

Chester  nodded.  The  lion  crouched  with  tense 
muscles,  his  eyes  glazed,  his  tail  stiffened  behind 
him.    Suddenly  Chester  held  up  his  hand. 

"Hold  it,"  he  said.  "The  sun  has  just  gone  be- 
hind a  cloud." 

"Oh,  for  Christ's  sake,"  muttered  the  lion  out 
of  the  corner  of  his  mouth,  still  keeping  his  eyes 
fixed  rigidly  on  the  camera. 

"That's  the  trouble  with  this  outdoor  photogra- 
phy," complained  Chester  bitterly.  "You  never  can 
tell  about  the  weather." 

"Maybe  it  would  be  better  if  we  tried  it  some 
other  day,"  I  suggested. 

"It  seems  too  bad,  after  everything's  ready,"  said 
Britches. 

"It  would  be  all  right  if  I  had  one  of  those  incan- 
descent flashlight  bulbs,"  sighed  Chester.  "They 
make  flashlight  bulbs  now  that  will  photograph — " 

"Say,  do  something,  will  you?"  muttered  the  lion 
in  a  choked  voice,  without  moving  his  lips.  "I  can't 
hold  this  tail  out  stiff  much  longer." 
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"Oh,  that's  all  right,"  laughed  Chester  easily. 
"You  can  rest  while  we're  waiting." 

"Why  didn't  you  say  so?"  grumbled  the  lion, 
sinking  down  on  the  trail  with  a  sigh  of  relief. 

This  little  delay  meantime  had  given  me  time  to 
collect  my  wits ;  and  during  the  past  few  moments 
I  had  been  thinking  rapidly.  I  knew  that  I  was 
in  a  tough  spot,  and  I  realized  that  only  my  quick 
presence  of  mind  could  save  not  merely  myself  but 
perhaps  my  entire  expedition.  I  glanced  covertly 
at  the  lion,  who  was  engaged  at  the  moment  in 
smoothing  his  mane,  and  then  I  leaned  over  and 
whispered  to  Britches. 

"I  have  a  plan,"  I  said  in  a  low  voice,  "to  rescue 
us  all  from  this  tough  spot.  I  am  going  to  try  the 
oldest  known  method  of  demonstrating  man's  su- 
periority over  the  lion." 

"You're  not  going  to  put  your  head  in  his 
mouth?"  uttered  Britches  aghast. 

I  shook  my  head.  "I  have  a  better  plan  than 
that,"  I  explained.  "I  have  read  about  the  power 
of  the  human  eye  to  control  a  savage  beast,  and 
now  I  am  going  to  attempt  to  stare  this  brute 
down" 

"Oh,  no,  you're  not,  June,"  said  old  Britches  de- 
terminedly.   "It's  entirely  too  risky,  I've  promised 
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your  father  I'd  take  care  of  you,  and  I  absolutely 
forbid  you  to — " 

"Oh,  yes,  I  am,"  I  interrupted,  gazing  at  him 
calmly. 

For  a  moment  old  Britches  met  my  stare  deter- 
minedly; then  his  glance  quavered,  and  at  last  he 
lowered  his  eyes,  and  mopped  his  forehead.  "Go 
ahead,  June,"  he  murmured  weakly,  "and  God  help 
the  lion." 

With  this  assurance,  I  shook  hands  solemnly  with 
old  Britches  and  Chester,  unstrapped  my  revolvers, 
laid  them  on  the  ground,  and  walked  forward  alone, 
unarmed,  to  face  the  crouching  beast  of  prey. 

As  I  approached  the  lion,  my  eyes  fixed  steadily 
on  his,  he  rose  slightly  and  his  mane  bristled.  Warn- 
ingly  he  emitted  a  deep-seated  and  ominous  roar. 
Still  I  came  on  without  faltering.  The  lion  held 
his  ground,  staring  back  at  me,  and  lashing  his  tail 
angrily  from  side  to  side  as  he  growled  again  men- 
acingly: "Ahr-r-ufff !" 

Still  I  drew  nearer,  my  eyes  never  wavering.  The 
muscles  in  his  powerful  shoulders  bunched  danger- 
ously, and  he  slowly  lowered  his  hind-quarters  as  if 
to  charge.   Not  once  did  I  take  my  gaze  from  his  face. 

Now  my  eyes  were  almost  on  a  level  with  his  own 
deep-set  cruel  ones,  and  I  could  feel  his  hot  breath 
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on  my  face.  I  knelt  before  him,  amid  a  dead  silence, 
and  commenced  to  stare  at  him  steadily.  He  stared 
back. 

Moments  passed  like  centuries.  I  did  not  budge 
a  muscle,  and  the  lion  stood  silent  likewise.  Our 
eyes  were  scarcely  a  foot  apart,  and  I  was  looking 
directly  into  the  narrowed  pupils  before  me.  He 
returned  the  gaze  defiantly.  The  crucial  test  was  at 
hand. 

Now,  as  I  looked  him  squarely  in  the  eye,  for  the 
first  time  I  saw  his  eyes  blink  and  quaver.  He 
seemed  to  try  to  look  away ;  but  my  hypnotic  gaze 
apparently  held  him,  and  he  stared  back  at  me  a 
little  uneasily.  My  own  eyes  watered  and  stung, 
but  I  did  not  falter. 

Gradually  a  change  came  over  the  face  of  the 
lion  before  me.  The  defiant  expression  on  his  face 
faded,  and  a  haunting  fear  crept  into  the  back  of 
his  eye.  He  began  to  fidget  and  shift  from  one  foot 
to  another,  as  I  stared,  and  slowly  a  cold  perspira- 
tion broke  out  on  his  brow. 

Still  I  fixed  him  with  my  eye.  Now  the  look  of 
fear  increased  to  an  expression  of  acute  terror,  and 
he  began  to  tremble  from  head  to  foot.  The  sweat 
ran  down  his  forehead  in  streams.  He  made  little 
choking  sounds  in  his  throat,  his  mouth  twitched 
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convulsively  as  he  sought  to  control  his  rising  panic, 
and  his  face  was  wrenched  with  guilt.  Suddenly  he 
cracked. 

"All  right — I'll  tell!"  he  shrieked  in  an  hysterical 
scream.  "I'm  glad  I  killed  her.  She  was  a  brute. 
I  strangled  her  with  a  curtain-cord  and  took  the 
papers  out  of  the  safe — I  didn't  know  what  I  was 
doing — only,  for  God's  sake,  don't  let  little  Elsie 

know — for  God's  sake — for  God's  sake "  And 

he  broke  down  utterly  and  buried  his  great  head  in 
his  paws,  and  lay  there  in  the  trail  shaking  with 
racking  sobs. 

"It's  all  right,  old  man,"  I  said  to  him  gently, 
laying  my  hand  sympathetically  on  his  quavering 
back.  " We're  not  going  to  harm  you.  We  just 
want  to  get  some  photographs  of  lions,  that's  all, 
for  our  travel-book." 

"You  won't — ?"  He  lifted  his  tear-stained  face 
and  stared  at  me  wonderingly.  "You  mean — ?" 
Suddenly  a  great  sob  of  relief  burst  from  him.  "Oh, 
God  bless  you,  ma'am,"  he  cried,  raising  the  hem 
of  my  skirt  and  pressing  it  gratefully  to  his  lips. 
"God  bless  you !"  And  with  a  cry  of  joy  he  bounded 
up  and  loped  happily  into  the  deep  jungle — a 
happy  and,  I  trust,  a  better  lion,  for  the  bitter  les- 
son he  had  learned. 
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Upper:  Here  a  group  of  famous  literary  lion-hunters, 
stalking  through  the  tangled  fields  of  current  fiction,  have  been 
surprised  by  a  lion  who  has  just  completed  his  African  mem- 
oirs and  has  cornered  them  with  it  unawares.  In  self-defense 
Prof.  Odd  resorts  to  a  primitive  means  of  self-defense,  while 
Dr.  Burton  and  his  three  cohorts,  Bill,  point  their  weapons 
at  their  common  enemy,  who  is  becoming  more  common  every 
day. 

Lower:  Across  the  veldt  June  Triplett,  accompanied  by 
Britches  and  their  volunteer  escort,  Trader  Horn,  sights  this 
latest  African  lion  browsing  contentedly  amid  his  royalties,  and 
reaches  in  haste  for  her  gun  as  she  advances  to  the  rescue  of 
the  beleaguered  hunters. 


June  Triplett  to  the  Rescue 
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SHE  SHOT  TO  SAVE  HER  LIFE 

Bang !  and  another  reputation  bites  the  dust.  Seated  on  the 
remains  of  the  erstwhile  African  lion,  which  she  has  just 
brought  down  from  the  best-seller  lists  with  her  trusty  .22 
rifle,  June  casually  adds  a  dab  of  powder  to  her  nose,  as  the 
big-game  hunters  look  on  in  admiration.  In  the  background 
several  other  lions,  who  had  contemplated  African  books  of 
their  own,  are  beating  a  hasty  retreat  toward  Hollywood, 
where  they  will  be  comparatively  safe  from  harm. 


COCONUT  OIL 

After  this  experience,  our  safari  pushed  on  more 
eagerly;  and  sure  enough,  as  we  progressed,  we 
began  to  see  more  and  more  evidence  that  a  huge 
herd  of  lions  had  passed  that  way  not  long  ago.  Sev- 
eral fresh-killed  zebras  lay  by  the  side  of  the  trail, 
their  carcasses  half  devoured.  Evidently  the  sound 
of  our  approach  had  startled  the  beasts  at  their 
meal.  Accordingly  we  proceeded  more  quietly, 
ever  on  the  alert  for  what  might  lie  ahead ;  and  at 
last  our  caution  was  rewarded.  In  a  tiny  vale  be- 
fore us,  standing  over  the  half-eaten  remains  of  a 
giraffe,  a  magnificent  male  specimen  was  engaged 
in  his  gruesome  repast. 

This  time  we  made  use  of  our  recent  experience, 
and  did  not  attempt  to  draw  nearer  until  we  had 
made  sure  first  that  everything  was  in  perfect  readi- 
ness for  our  photographs.  While  Chester  put  a 
new  roll  of  films  in  his  camera,  therefore,  I  hastily 
took  my  compact  from  Britches  and  executed  a  few 
last  minute  corrections  upon  my  smile.  At  last  I 
was  ready.  With  camera  raised,  and  my  faithful 
.22  rifle  in  my  hands,  I  started  to  advance  toward 
the  herd. 

Suddenly  at  this  moment  there  sounded  a  fright- 
ening roar  and  heavy  crashing  in  the  bushes  behind 
me,  as  though  a  huge  animal  were  breaking  trees 
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and  shrubs  in  his  advance.  I  turned  in  terror,  ex- 
pecting to  be  charged  by  a  herd  of  elephants,  at 
least;  but  to  my  surprise  there  emerged  from  the 
forest  the  radiator,  then  the  windshield,  then  the 
steel  tonneau  of  a  large  armor-plated  limousine, 
with  bullet-proof  glass  windows  and  small  riot-guns 
poking  out  through  slits  in  either  side.  As  I  stared 
at  this  apparition,  the  door  opened,  and  three  un- 
couth and  menacing-looking  figures  dismounted 
and  walked  toward  me. 

"Sorry,  miss/'  said  the  leader,  a  tough  stranger 
with  a  noticeably  large  nose,  "but  we  got  to  ask  yuh 
to  lay  off,  see.    Yuh  can't  shoot  around  here." 

I  stared  at  him  uncomprehendingly.  "Why  not?" 
I  gasped. 

"  'Cause  this  here's  our  territory,  that's  why," 
said  the  leader  gruffly.  "Ain't  it,  boys?"  and  he 
turned  to  the  two  other  individuals  who  accomp- 
anied him. 

"That's  right,  Jimmy !"  "You  teU  'em,  Jimmy !" 
agreed  his  two  henchmen. 

"Who — who  are  you?"  I  asked  weakly. 

"My  name  is  Jimmy  the  Hunterer,"  explained 
the  leader,  "alias  Scar  face  Jim,  of  Chicago, 
U.  S.  A.  And  these  two  torpedoes  is  named  Kid 
Clayton  and  Bugs  Jackson.    We're  racketeers." 
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But — what  are  you  doing  in  Africa?" 
'It's  a  racket,  ain't  it?"  remarked  Jimmy  easily. 
"The  beer  business  back  home  got  too  tame,  so  we 
come  over  here  f'r  a  little  excitement.    Di'n't  we, 
boys?" 

"O.  K.,  Jimmy!"  "We're  wit'  yuh,  Jimmy 
boy!"  replied  his  two  musclemen. 

"Wit'  what  we  know  about  shootin',"  continued 
Jimmy,  "we  figured  we  ought  to  clean  up  this  coun- 
try in  a  coupla  weeks.  That's  our  grift:  we're  put- 
tin'  this  African  big-game  hunting  racket  on  a 
sound  Chicago  basis.    Get  me?" 

"You  mean — you're  organizing  all  the  shooting 
in  Africa?" 

"Sure,"  smiled  Jimmy.  "We  seen  how  all  them 
explorers  in  Africa  was  using  old-fashioned  guns 
that  we'd  be  ashamed  to  be  seen  on  the  streets  wit', 
back  home,  and  we  figgered  it  needed  a  Master  Mind 
like  me  to  handle  the  problem.  Like  for  instance, 
now,  take  that  rifle  you  got  in  your  hand,"  he  ex- 
plained, pointing  to  my  weapon.  "No  good.  No 
good  at  all,  see ?  What  use  is  a  lousy  rifle  in  Africa? 
If  you  wanna  rub  out  a  herd  of  giraffes,  the  t'ing  is 
machine-guns  today.    Ain't  it,  boys?" 

"Keep  it  up,  Jimmy  boy!"  "You're  going  fine!" 
agreed  his  gorillas  loyally. 
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"Or  take  a  herd  of  zebras,"  continued  Jimmy. 
"Why,  by  the  time  you  shot  one  with  that  rifle  of 
yours,  all  the  rest  would  take  it  on  the  lam.  What 
you  need  in  the  jungle  is  hand-grenades  and  pine- 
apples.   Am  I  right?    Sure  I'm  right." 

I  nodded  my  head  obediently. 

"Another  t'ing  that's  wrong  wit'  Africa,"  he 
added,  "it  ain't  organized.  They's  too  many  hunt- 
ers out  here  cutting  in  on  each  other's  territory.  If 
they  tried  anything  like  that  back  in  Chicago,  we'd 
rub  them  out  so  fast  they  wouldn't  have  time  to 
sweep  'em  up  outa  the  streets.  So  that's  why  we 
finally  decided  to  divide  the  whole  place  up  into  dis- 
tricts," he  said,  "and  work  it  like  we  do  back  home." 

He  spread  out  a  well-thumbed  map  of  Africa, 
and  indicated  the  boundaries  with  his  finger. 

"For  instance,"  he  began,  "this  here  is  Tangan- 
yika. This  is  our  territory,  see.  Over  there  is 
Kenya  County,  that's  Martin  Johnson's.  He  pays 
us  for  protection,  and  we  don't  bother  him  none. 
Over  in  the  Belgian  Congo,  that  belongs  to  Trader 
Horn.  The  French  Congo  is  Frank  Buck's.  As 
for  Liberia  and  Timbuctoo — " 

I  licked  my  lips.  "But  where  wTould  it  be  all  right 
for  us  to  go,  please?" 

"Well,  you  could  try  the  cannibal  country,"  he 

89 


JIMMY  THE  HUNTERER 

"It's  a  massacree !"  mutters  Scarface  Jimmy  in  bewilderment, 
as  he  watches  June  indulge  in  her  daily  smile  practice.  By 
dint  of  constant  training,  June  has  learned  to  draw  her  lip- 
stick, aim  it,  and  achieve  a  perfect  rotogravure  expression  in 
record  time.  As  she  passes  her  powder-puff  swiftly  over  her  nose, 
Jimmy  shakes  his  head.  "It's  lucky  for  you,"  he  sighs  hope- 
lessly, "you  ain't  got  a  schnozzle  like  mine." 


Jimmy  the  Hunterer 
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"GET  HIM,  THE  RAT!" 

While  June  looks  on  in  mingled  fascination  and  terror,  Scar- 
face  Jimmy  and  his  loyal  torpedoes,  Kid  Clayton  and  Bugs 
Jackson,  put  a  frightened  lion  on  the  spot.  "So  I  ups  to  him," 
explains  Jimmy  over  his  shoulder,  leveling  his  sawed-off  shot- 
gun grimly  as  he  prepares  to  take  the  panic-stricken  beast  for 
a  ride,  "an'  I  give  him  the  woiks !  When  dey  try  to  muscle  in 
on  Jimmy  the  Hunterer — it's  the  gallows !" 
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suggested,  not  unkindly.    "Trader  Horn's  t'rough 
wit'  it,  and  dere  ain't  nobody  else — " 

"Jimmy!"  interrupted  Clayton  suddenly.  "Jim- 
my, look  what's  happened!" 

"What's  happened,  what's  happened?"  asked 
Jimmy,  staring  where  his  henchman  pointed. 

"Somebody's  hijacked  another  giraffe,"  ex- 
plained Jackson,  jabbing  his  thumb  excitedly 
toward  the  dead  creature  which  lay  in  the  center  of 
the  clearing,  half -devoured  by  the  lion. 

"That's  the  third  giraffe  they  jacked  off  en  us 
today,"  swore  Jimmy.  "Somebody  is  trying  to 
muscle  in  on  our  territory,  that's  clear."  He  swung 
on  me  angrily:  "Did  you  put  the  finger  on  that 
giraffe?"  he  demanded. 

"No,  sir,  it  was  dead  when  I  got  here,"  I  answered 
hurriedly.    "The  lion  was  eating  it — " 

"So  ho,  that's  the  bozo,  eh?"  mused  Jimmy,  his 
eyes  narrowing  dangerously.  "That's  who  it  is  has 
been  muscling  in,  is  it?  Well,  we'll  give  him  the 
woiks."  He  turned  to  his  two  torpedoes  grimly. 
"Whaddye  say,  boys?" 

"You're  on,  Jimmy!"  "Good  here,  Jimmy!" 
they  replied  ominously. 

With  guns  leveled,  the  three  racketeers  advanced 
slowly  across  the  clearing  toward  the  unsuspecting 
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lion.  I  stared  in  fascinated  silence.  Their  foot- 
steps made  no  sound,  and  they  were  almost  upon 
the  beast  before  he  glanced  up  suddenly,  and  found 
himself  staring  down  three  black  muzzles,  pointed 
directly  at  his  heart.  An  expression  of  sickening 
fear  blanched  his  face. 

"O.  K.,  buddy,"  nodded  Jimmy  evenly,  thrust- 
ing his  ugly  weapon  into  the  ribs  of  the  quaking 
beast.     "You're  on  the  spot." 

The  helpless  lion  glanced  from  one  racketeer  to 
another  in  mute  appeal,  but  their  immobile  faces 
were  devoid  of  pity. 

"We're  gonna  take  you  for  a  little  ride,"  added 
Jimmy  in  tones  of  steel. 

The  lion's  legs  seemed  to  buckle  under  him,  and 
his  eyes  rolled  piteously. 

"Get  movin',  buddy,"  ordered  Jimmy  under  his 
breath,  prodding  the  beast  in  the  ribs  once  or  twice 
with  his  revolver.    "Are  you  wit'  me,  boys?" 

"O.  K.,  Jimmy  boy,"  replied  his  sullen  torpedoes 
as  one. 

"Now  you'll  see  what  happens,  lady,"  he  ex- 
plained over  his  shoulder  to  me,  "when  they  try  to 
muscle  in  on  Jimmy  the  Hunterer.  Take  my  ad- 
vice, see,  and  beat  it  while  you  can.  Blow.  Ew- 
scray.    Circulate.    Scram.  .  .  ." 
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He  prodded  his  gun  again  significantly  into  the 
lion's  ribs.  Slowly  the  grim-faced  quartette 
crossed  the  clearing  toward  the  car.  Jimmy  opened 
the  door.  Without  a  word  the  huge  beast  climbed 
into  the  tonneau,  his  jaw  dangling  limply,  his  eyes 
glazed  with  fear.  The  three  racketeers  climbed  in 
after  him.  The  door  slammed.  The  motor  roared, 
and  the  big  car  started  forward,  turned,  and  headed 
back  into  the  jungle.  It  disappeared  amid  the 
trees. 

We  waited  in  awed  silence.  The  motor  grew 
fainter  in  the  distance,  and  suddenly  stopped.  After 
a  moment's  pause,  we  heard  a  faint  but  significant 
report,  a  thud  as  of  a  falling  body  and  the  sound 
of  a  slamming  door,  and  then  the  renewed  roar  of 
the  motor  as  it  dwindled  gradually  into  silence. 

I  turned  to  Britches  and  Chester. 

"Well,  let's  scram  over  to  Abyssinia,"  I  sug- 
gested nervously.    "Whaddye  say,  boys?" 

"O.  K.,  June!"  "Good  here,  June  girl!"  echoed 
Britches  and  Chester  devoutly. 
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Chapter  VI 

"You  see  this  insect,  June?"  explained  old 
Britches,  as  we  crept  through  the  Abyssinian  jungle 
with  magnifying-glasses  poised.  "This  insect  is 
called  a  Lens  Louse.1  It  is  found  frequently  in 
Africa,  where  it  makes  its  home  in  front  of  a  cam- 
era, and  often  reproduces  in  great  quantities  in 
magazines  and  the  illustrated  sections  of  Sunday 
newspapers." 

I  never  forgot  the  lesson  which  this  industrious 
little  insect  taught  me,  and  later  I  found  it  of  great 
value  when  preparing  the  illustrations  for  my  own 
autobiography. 

Our  expedition  had  arrived  in  savage  Abyssinia 
about  a  week  before,  and  since  then  old  Britches 
and  I  had  availed  ourselves  of  the  opportunity  to 
make  a  minute  scientific  study  of  the  local  flora  and 
fauna.  Our  results  had  been  spectacular.  On  the  first 

i  The  African  Lens  Louse  (Pediculus  rotogravuri,  y4  natural  size) 
feeds  entirely  on  space,  and  is  said  to  be  closely  related  to  the  common 
American  Publicity  Bug  (hab.  Hollywood). 
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day,  for  example,  Britches  had  captured  an  unusu- 
ally fine  example  of  the  African  goitered  gazelle,  a 
beautiful  female  with  tender  brown  eyes  and  a  rec- 
ord goitre  fully  seventy-six  inches  across,  a  goitre- 
spread  only  exceeded  by  Mrs.  J.  Kartoff  el  Meebles 
of  124  Wilgus  Avenue,  Montclair,  N.  J.  The  fol- 
lowing morning,  moreover,  I  brought  down  four 
specimens  of  the  rare  African  wapiti,  a  large  Elk 
with  light  grey  hair,  a  close-cropped  black  beard, 
and  checkered  golf-socks.  This  strange  creature 
derives  its  name  from  the  noise  it  makes  when  it 
falls  out  of  a  high  tree  and  tumbles  wapiti,  wapiti, 
wapiti,  warn!  to  the  bottom,  where  it  lands  upside 
down,  stupidly  blinking.  Nothing  is  known  of  its 
home  life,  except  that  it  has  none. 

This  section  of  Africa  was  a  veritable  paradise 
for  game.  Animals  abounded  here  of  every  de- 
scription, including  the  giraffe,  topi,  kongoni,  wart- 
hog,  Tommy,  Dik-dik,  Harry,  jackal,  baboon,  water 
buck,  bush  buck,  reed  buck,  Frank  buck,  half  buck 
(or  fifty  cents),  bat-eared  fox,  fox-eared  bat,  fat- 
eared-box,  lion,  cheetah,  impalla,  gorilla,  hyena, 
palooka,1  and  an  attractive  species  of  game  which, 

iThe  Palooka,  Or  punch-drunk  boxing  kangaroo,  is  frequently 
encountered  stumbling  through  the  African  forest,  making  empty 
passes  now  and  then  with  its  gloves  or  mumbling  thickly  something 
about  "nghtin'  Tooney." 
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owing  to  its  shy  and  elusive  habits,  was  known  as 
Deuces  Wild.  This  popular  game  was  found  often 
around  camp  at  night,  where  it  seemed  to  exist  on 
round  bright-colored  chips ;  and  sometimes  the  eager 
members  of  our  expedition  would  follow  it  closely 
until  dawn  in  order  to  make  a  killing. 

Another  unique  specimen  which  we  encountered 
in  our  trips  through  the  surrounding  jungle  was  the 
rare  Bulbawala,  or  Penguin-snake.  The  story  of 
this  patient  creature  is  remarkable  and  pathetic  in 
the  extreme.  In  the  first  place,  the  penguin-snake, 
as  its  name  implies,  lives  entirely  on  the  eggs  of 
penguins.  This  would  seem  to  be  difficult  enough 
in  Africa,  what  with  no  penguins  nearer  than  two 
or  three  thousand  miles ;  but  in  addition  the  reader 
must  realize  that  a  penguin's  egg  is  fully  twice  as 
large  around  as  the  snake  itself.  As  a  result,  he  is 
faced  with  the  additional  difficulty  of  swallowing 
the  egg  once  he  has  discovered  it. 

You  would  think  this  at  least  would  end  his 
troubles;  but  on  the  contrary,  with  the  egg  once 
down,  his  real  problems  have  only  begun.  In  order 
to  get  any  nourishment  at  all,  it  seems,  the  penguin- 
snake  must  next  solve  the  problem  of  breaking  the 
egg.  In  the  first  heat  of  his  enthusiasm,  with  a 
square  meal  just  inside  him  once  he  can  get  at  it,  he 
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usually  tries  first  to  gulp  a  rock  down  hard.  After 
swallowing  pebble  after  pebble  in  a  vain  attempt  to 
smash  the  hard  shell,  however,  he  gradually  finds 
that  he  is  merely  losing  his  appetite.  Consequently, 
in  desperation,  the  poor  snake  climbs  a  tall  tree, 
crawls  far  out  on  a  branch,  and  drops  to  the  ground 
with  a  dull  thud,  in  hopes  of  landing  on  the  egg  and, 
God  willing,  smashing  it.  Penguin-snakes  have 
been  known  to  climb  trees  and  drop  out  of  them 
onto  their  stomachs  like  this,  over  and  over  again 
for  hours,  only  to  crawl  home  at  dusk,  black  and 
blue  all  over,  bearing  the  sad  news  of  an  undigested 
meal  to  the  tired  little  woman  at  the  door. 

As  a  final  resort,  the  penguin-snake  has  two 
choices  open.  On  the  one  hand,  he  can  tie  him- 
self into  a  knot  and  draw  himself  tight.  (This 
method  involves  the  dangerous  possibility  that  he 
may  find  some  day  he  cannot  untie  himself  again, 
after  the  egg  is  broken,  and  thus  he  will  die  of  acute 
indigestion.)  On  the  other  hand,  he  can  find  a 
hole  that  is  smaller  in  diameter  than  the  egg,  and 
crawl  through  it. 

"But  suppose  the  egg  doesn't  break  even  then?" 
suggested  Britches,  when  I  told  him  this  sad  story. 

"At  least,"  I  added,  "the  snake  will  experience 
a  dandy  new  sensation." 
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Naturally  the  abundance  and  variety  of  game  in 
this  section  of  Africa  had  attracted  other  expedi- 
tions beside  our  own;  and  now  and  then  we  would 
be  joined  in  our  rambles  by  little  groups  of  two  or 
three  explorers  who,  like  ourselves,  were  strolling 
through  the  savage  jungle  and  observing  with  un- 
concealed excitement  the  wild  animals  that  lurked 
on  every  side.  It  was  on  one  of  these  tours  of  in- 
spection that  our  ever-increasing  group  was  fortu- 
nate enough  to  be  joined  by  a  tall  and  distinguished 
scientist  named  Dr.  Tilley ;  and  it  is  to  this  obliging 
naturalist  that  I  owe  many  of  the  unbelievable  facts 
included  in  this  chapter.  Dr.  Tilley  was  more  than 
willing  to  point  out  the  characteristics  of  the  vari- 
ous furred  and  feathered  denizens  of  the  forest; 
and  his  scientific  knowledge  was  a  constant  source 
of  amazement  to  us  all. 

"In  this  section  of  Abyssinia,  ladies  and  gentle- 
men," Dr.  Tilley  would  shout,  as  we  strolled  behind 
him  down  the  jungle  trail,  "you  will  find  the  most 
remarkable,  stupendous,  gorgeous,  breath-taking 
assemblage  of  wild  and  savage  beasts  ever  gathered 
together  in  one  jungle.  Step  up,  ladies  and  gentle- 
men, and  see  the  elephant  and  the  zebra,  the  ostrich 
or  the  wily  panther  in  his  native  haunts  I" 

He  paused  and  beckoned  to  several  more  explor- 
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Under  the  amazed  eyes  of  the  rogue  elephant,  who  would 
have  sworn  there  wasn't  a  fish  in  the  water-hole,  Dr.  Tilley, 
B.B.,  the  expedition's  versatile  scientist,  has  just  landed  this 
neatly  mounted  specimen,  which  he  explains  is  a  Simple 
Salmon  (^  natural  size).  Dr.  Tilley's  angling  feat  was  ac- 
complished by  the  clever  device  of  baiting  his  hook  with  chew- 
ing tobacco,  and  bagging  the  fish  when  it  came  up  the  surface 
to  spit. 


A  Morning's  Catch  at  the  Water-Hole 


The  Lion  Refuses  to  Charge 


THE  LION  REFUSES  TO  CHARGE 

Here  an  itinerant  big-game  hunter,  who  has  just  surprised  a 
slumbering  lion  and  covered  it  with  his  bow  and  arrow,  is  faced 
with  a  novel  and  decidedly  embarrassing  situation  when  the 
savage  beast  refuses  point-blank  to  charge  him.  Due  to  the 
recent  heavy  competition  among  explorers  in  the  Dark  Con- 
tinent, charging  by  the  animals  is  rapidly  becoming  a  thing  of 
the  past.  "Cash  on  delivery/'  is  the  new  law  of  the  jungle. 
"No  credit  to  explorers/' 
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ers  who  hurried  up  the  trail  to  join  us,  dragging 
their  children  by  the  hand;  and  slowly  our  party 
moved  through  the  jungle  behind  our  guide,  now 
and  then  nibbling  the  peanuts  which  were  in  evi- 
dence everywhere.  Dr.  Tilley  gestured  with  his 
hand  at  a  herd  of  startled  animals  that  scampered 
across  the  trail  and  rapidly  disappeared. 

"On  your  right,  ladies  and  gentlemen,"  he  ex- 
plained, "you  have  the  African  hartebeest.  If  you 
will  observe  these  dainty  animals  closely,  you  will 
note  a  curious  row  of  dots  around  the  base  of  their 
necks.  The  heads  of  these  animals  have  been 
mounted  as  trophies  so  frequently  in  the  past  that 
Nature  has  finally  supplied  them  with  this  dotted 
line,  in  order  to  insure  against  a  bungling  job." 

We  moved  on  down  the  trail,  the  children  hug- 
ging the  rear  contentedly,  chewing  pop-corn  balls 
and  hot-dogs  or  waving  their  bright-colored  bal- 
loons. With  a  broad  gesture,  Dr.  Tilley  indicated  a 
lonely  creature  which  cowered  in  terror  at  the  side  of 
the  trail,  obviously  undecided  which  way  to  turn. 

"On  your  left,"  continued  Dr.  Tilley,  "we  find 
the  last  living  example  of  the  African  Stooge,  or 
disappearing  kangaroo.  In  time  of  danger  this 
creature  sought  protection  in  a  unique  fashion. 
Whenever  an  enemy  threatened,  the  first  kangaroo 
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jumped  into  the  pocket  of  the  second  kangaroo,  and 
the  second  kangaroo  jumped  into  the  pocket  of  the 
third  kangaroo,  and  the  third  kangaroo  jumped  into 
the  pocket  of  the  fourth  kangaroo,  and  so  it  con- 
tinued ad  infinitum  until  the  last  kangaroo  jumped 
into  the  pocket  of  the  preceding  kangaroo,  pulled 
the  pocket  inside  out,  and  reversed  the  field.  As  a 
result,  the  race  became  extinct." 

We  moved  onward  in  his  wake,  pausing  occasion- 
ally to  sip  a  bottle  of  pink  lemonade  or  investigate 
the  strange  sights  more  closely.  Dr.  Tilley  mean- 
time continued  his  running  fire  of  explanation  to 
our  rapidly-increasing  group. 

"Over  here,"  he  began,  "we  have  a  female 
hippopotamus — ' ' 

"How  do  you  tell  it's  a  female  hippopotamus?" 
inquired  old  Britches. 

Dr.  Tilley  glanced  at  him  severely  for  a  moment. 
Old  Britches  blushed  guiltily,  and  lowered  his  eyes. 

"I  don't  see  how  that  can  possibly  make  any 
difference,"  said  the  Doctor,  after  a  significant 
pause,  "except  to  another  hippopotamus."  x 

As  our  interested  group  progressed,  the  cries  of 
jungle  birds  grew  louder  and  louder  overhead,  and 

i  Note   to  Readers.     This  chapter  may  look  easy,  but  it's   really 
been  a  lot  of  work  to  clean  all  these  old  gags  up. 
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occasionally  we  caught  a  flash  of  bright  plumage 
through  the  trees.  Screeches  of  macaws  blended 
with  the  soft  note  of  bullfinches,  as  well  as  other 
strange  bird  calls  which  we  did  not  understand.  Dr. 
Tilley  smiled  at  our  evident  curiosity. 

"We  are  now  approaching  the  most  spectacular, 
thrilling,  beautiful  bird-preserve  in  Africa  today," 
he  announced.  "If  you  will  follow  me,  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  I  will  endeavor  to  point  out  a  few  of 
the  rare  specimens  in  this  sanctuary/' 

"Sanctuary  much,  Doctor,"  replied  old  Britches 
politely. 

"This  first  little  fellow,"  began  Dr.  Tilley,  ig- 
noring him  as  he  pointed  to  a  small  bird  which  was 
uttering  long  piercing  notes,  "is  the  familiar  Door- 
man Warbler.  He  is  frequently  found  outside  large 
apartment-houses  in  the  city,  where  he  utters  his 
plaintive  whistle  from  early  dawn  to  late  at  night. 
In  the  adjoining  tree  you  see  a  close  cousin  of  this 
pest,  the  Traffic  Warbler,  an  impatient  bird  whose 
loud  honking  note  can  be  heard  along  the  trail  upon 
the  slightest  provocation." 

He  pointed  suddenly  to  a  large  bird  with  black 
plumage  and  bald  crest,  which  was  endeavoring  to 
stick  its  head  into  a  small  hole  in  the  ground,  in  an 
obviously  pathetic  effort  to  conceal  itself  from  view. 
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"Look!  The  rare  Magistrate,  or  Disappearing 
Gavel  Bird  (exodus  crateris)/'  exclaimed  Dr.  Til- 
ley  excitedly.  "This  shy  creature  is  exceedingly 
wary  of  investigation,  and  when  spied  upon  will 
frequently  migrate  in  large  flocks." 

Above  our  heads  we  heard  a  loud  ear-shattering 
call,  resembling  "EEE-yow-eeeee-yunk  lM  Dr.  Til- 
ley  glanced  aloft,  and  his  face  lighted. 

"The  Yowee,  or  White-Throated  Interference," 
he  exclaimed.  "This  delicate  little  creature  is  per- 
haps the  most  beneficial  of  the  large  Static  family. 
It  makes  its  nest  in  an  amplifier,  and  feeds  with 
evident  relish  on  bedtime  stories,  Amos  'n'  Andy, 
and  other  pests  of  the  air.  Its  familiar  call  is  pro- 
duced by  sitting  on  a  ground- wire  and  slowly  rub- 
bing its  antennae." 

As  he  spoke,  a  large  bird  swooped  down  upon 
us,  flapping  its  red-and-black  wings  almost  in  our 
faces  and  uttering  a  hollow  rattling  sound.  Dr. 
Tilley  frowned  in  annoyance. 

"The  Backgammon  Bird,"  he  said  grimly. 
"Closely  related  to  the  Cross-Word  Puzzle  Bird, 
the  Guggenheim  Bird,  and  the  Mah  Jong  Bird 
(now  extinct) .  This  selfish  scavenger  will  descend 
upon  a  happy  colony  of  other  birds  and  drive  them 
away  with  its  incessant  squawking  and  rattling  of 
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bones.  It  has  become  such  a  nuisance  of  late  that 
the  authorities  have  declared  an  open  season  on  it 
the  year  round.  It  is  hoped  that  in  a  short  time  it 
will  be  exterminated  entirely." 

Our  progress  meantime  had  brought  us  into  a 
thicker  part  of  the  jungle;  and  as  our  little  group 
rounded  a  turn  in  the  trail  I  now  distinguished  for 
the  first  time  the  far-off  but  unmistakable  notes  of 
a  brass  band.  The  sound  grew  steadily  louder,  as 
we  progressed,  and  a  strange  excitement  seemed  to 
pervade  the  jungle.  New  groups  of  explorers  com- 
menced to  hurry  past  us  along  the  trail,  shoving  us 
aside  in  their  haste.  Curious  fat  women,  thin  men, 
dwarfs,  giants  and  india-rubber  men  joined  the 
growing  stampede,  trotting  along  the  trail  and  jab- 
bering eagerly.  In  the  gathering  excitement  Dr. 
Tilley  seized  the  megaphone  which  Chester  was 
carrying  and  mounted  a  stump  at  the  side  of  the 
trail,  shouting  above  the  blare  of  trumpets  and  mo- 
tioning our  group  in  the  direction  of  the  music. 

"Hee-yare,  hee-yare,"  he  called,  as  the  explorers 
beside  me  grabbed  their  children  and  joined  the 
throng  hurrying  up  the  narrow  trail.  "Step-pup 
and  see  tha  big  show,  the  greatest  show  on  earth. 
See  the  performing  seals,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  wit- 
ness the  clowns  and  acrobats,  gaze  upon  the  daring 
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equestriennes,  10,000  miracles,  the  most  stupen- 
dous, amazing  unparalleled  exhibition  ever  gath- 
ered in  one  jungle.  See  the  sensational  death- 
leap  of  a  man  carrying  a  girl  on  his  back  in 
a  terrific  dive  through  space  landing  upon  his 
chest  on  a  chute  in  the  arena  far  below.  See  the 
human  projectile  shot  from  a  gun.  See  the  great- 
est, most  gorgeous,  most  complete  collection  of  ani- 
mals ever — " 

Now  the  notes  of  the  brass  band  grew  so  loud 
that  they  drowned  out  his  words.  With  a  final  wave 
of  his  hand,  Dr.  Tilley  rushed  up  the  trail,  followed 
by  the  other  explorers  in  our  group.  I  had  barely 
time  to  step  to  one  side  before  the  jungle  animals 
crashed  along  the  trail  in  single  file  after  him ;  lions, 
giraffes,  tigers,  zebras,  camels  and,  last  but  not 
least,  the  huge  elephants  marching  in  a  dignified 
line,  each  proudly  bearing  the  tail  of  the  preceding 
elephant  in  his  trunk. 

"How  wonderful  of  Nature,"  I  exclaimed  breath- 
lessly to  Britches,  "to  provide  such  varied  and  beau- 
tiful creatures  in  the  jungle!" 

"I'd  think  more  of  Nature,"  said  a  weary  voice 
in  my  ear,  "if  she'd  tidy  up  a  little  afterwards." 

I  turned  in  surprise.  In  the  wake  of  the  parade 
trudged  a  meek  little  man  in  a  white  uniform  and 
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Beneath  the  spreading  cauliflower-palm,  whose  leathery 
brown  fruit  bobs  and  weaves  within  his  long  reach,  this 
savage  denizen  of  the  deep  jungle  has  just  knocked  down  a 
hard  left  jab,  and  is  now  sinking  his  jaw  into  a  solid  right 
hook.  According  to  Dr.  Tilley,  this  unusual  creature  in  none 
other  than  that  eternal  quarry  of  science,  the  Missing  Link. 
"Missing  on  all  six,"  Dr.  Tilley  claims. 


A  Missing  Link 


"JBr^**: 


Dr.  Tilley  Makes  a  Find 


DR.  TILLEY  MAKES  A  FIND 

Upper:  Across  the  veldt,  ignoring  the  puzzled  lion  that 
crouches  beside  the  trail,  Dr.  Tilley  hurries  with  net  poised, 
in  pursuit  of  the  rare  Missing  Link  which  he  has  just  spied 
beneath  the  cauliflower-palm.  Beside  him  June  holds  her 
revolver  levelled  in  readiness. 

Lower:  "A  chain  of  life  is  no  stronger  than  its  Missing 
Link,"  explains  Dr.  Tilley,  B.B.,  pointing  to  this  strange  cap- 
tive in  order  to  illustrate  his  brief  outline  of  evolution  for  the 
benefit  of  June  and  Britches,  as  well  as  the  surrounding  circle 
of  native  students  who  are  eagerly  taking  notes  on  his  scientific 
lecture.  "Like  the  molecule  and  protozoa,  this  unique  specimen 
can  only  reproduce  its  kind  by  means  of  splitting  itself  in 
twain,  a  process  known  as  binary  fission.  There  is  no  sex 
involved,"  he  adds,  "and  in  the  winter  there  isn't  even  any 
fission." 
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hat,  pushing  a  long-handled  broom  stolidly.  He 
halted  before  me  and  wiped  his  forehead. 

"If  you  had  to  follow  the  animals  all  day,  like  I 
do,"  he  added  defensively,  "maybe  you  wouldn't  be 
so  enthusiastic  about  Nature,  either." 

"But  surely,"  I  remonstrated,  "you  do  not  fail 
to  thrill  at  the  flashing  eyes  of  a  panther,  or  feel 
your  pulse  quicken  at  the  gaping  jaws  of  a  lion?" 

"Sorry,  lady,"  said  the  little  man,  "but  I  guess  I 
look  at  them  from  a  different  angle."  He  shook  his 
head.  "To  me,  they're  all  alike:  push,  push,  push," 
and  with  a  little  sigh  he  leaned  on  his  broom  and 
started  up  the  trail. 

"But  why  do  you  follow  the  animals,  if  you  hate 
it  so?"  I  called  after  him  curiously. 

He  gave  a  little  flourish  to  his  broom. 

"I'm  just  collecting  material,"  he  confessed  over 
his  shoulder,  "for  another  African  travel-book." 
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Chapter  VII 

High  noon  in  the  jungle  I 

In  the  brilliant  sunshine  gorgeous  tropic  butter- 
flies fluttered  on  shimmering  wings  amongst  the 
hanging  orchids  and  luxuriant  foliage  overhead. 
Birds  shrilled  and  burbled  happily;  the  buzz  of  in- 
sects blended  with  the  incessant  chatter  of  red 
monkeys;  while  in  the  tops  of  the  highest  palms, 
great  flocks  of  Hairy  Gibbons  *  swung  from  branch 
to  branch,  broadcasting  their  activities  to  the  echo- 
ing veldt. 

Amid  this  pandemonium  I  walked  stealthily,  my 
revolver  cocked  in  readiness,  my  camera  loaded  and 
my  breath  bated.  Our  safari  had  penetrated  the 
Belgian  Congo  at  last,  and  reached  the  far-flung 
outpost  of  Gombari,  home  of  the  elusive  tribe  of 
Itsi-Bitsi  Pigmies;  and  here,  by  the  knowledge  of 

i  These  Hairy  Gibbons  closely  resemble  the  common  American,  or 
Floyd,  Gibbons,  existing  almost  entirely  in  the  air,  where  their  per- 
sistent chatter  makes  the  day  and  night  hideous. 
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bushcraft  I  had  gained  from  the  countless  source- 
books current  on  the  subject,  I  hoped  to  lure  from 
the  recesses  of  the  tropic  jungle  these  timid  ar- 
boreal people.  It  was  my  ambition  to  be  the  first 
to  photograph  the  dwarfed  denizens  of  the  great, 
mysterious,  almost  unknown  Ituri  forest.  The  first 
this  week,  that  is. 

A  faint  rustling  in  the  coco-palm,  high  overhead, 
attracted  my  attention.  Glancing  up  swiftly,  I 
spied  a  naked  brown  dwarf,  not  more  than  three 
feet  in  height,  crouched  between  the  leaves  and  eye- 
ing me  suspiciously  with  his  beady  black  eyes.  For 
a  moment  I  did  not  dare  to  budge,  lest  I  frighten 
him  back  into  his  leafy  retreat.  Standing  frozen 
in  my  tracks,  I  pursed  my  lips  and  emitted  a  low 
whistle. 

The  wary  Pigmy  cocked  his  head  slightly  and 
looked  down  at  me,  but  made  no  other  move. 

Carefully  I  edged  a  step  nearer,  and  whistled 
again.  This  time  I  saw  him  part  the  branches  and 
lean  far  over,  his  tiny  brown  face  puckered  into  an 
attentive  frown.  I  held  out  a  ripe  banana  tempt- 
ingly, and  whistled  a  third  time. 

"Say,  are  you  whistling  at  me,  by  any  chance V9 
inquired  the  Pigmy  in  a  puzzled  tone. 

"Well,  yes,  as  a  matter  of  fact,"  I  admitted, 
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slightly  taken  aback.    "I  wanted  you  to  come  down 
out  of  that  tree." 

"Why  the  hell  didn't  you  say  so?"  muttered  the 
Pigmy  irritably;  and  with  extraordinary  agility  he 
locked  his  hands  about  the  stout  trunk  of  the  palm, 
braced  the  soles  of  his  feet  against  the  bark,  and 
scampered  lightly  to  the  ground.  He  stood  regard- 
ing me  suspiciously. 

"I  suppose  you  want  a  picture,"  he  said  coldly. 

I  nodded  weakly.  "I  did  want  to  take  a  little 
snapshot.  .  .  ." 

"Sorry,"  said  the  little  man  definitely,  "but  I'm 
tied  up  with  the  Metro-Goldwyn  people." 

"It  wouldn't  take  a  minute,"  I  begged.  "If  you'd 
just  look  this  way — " 

"By  the  way,"  he  asked  suddenly,  "what  paper 
is  this  for?" 

"It  isn't  exactly  for  a  newspaper,"  I  explained. 
"You  see,  I'm  writing  a  book — " 

"Couldn't  be  bothered,'  said  the  Pigmy  with 
great  finality.  "Nope;  sorry.  Not  enough  pub- 
licity in  books." 

"But  I'd  make  it  worth  your  while,"  I  coaxed; 
and  I  held  out  a  bag  of  salt  temptingly. 
'What's  that?"  asked  the  Pigmy.    "Salt?" 
'Nice  salt,"  I  urged.    "Table  salt." 
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"What  the  hell  do  you  think  I  want  with  salt?" 
he  demanded.  "Look  at  this,  Shrimp,"  he  laughed 
sourly  to  several  other  Pigmies  who  had  edged 
through  the  thicket  and  joined  him,  "the  lady  tries 
to  give  me  salt.    Do  I  look  like  a  radish?" 

"I  read  in  Paul  Hoeffler's  book,"  I  faltered,  "that 
you  could  always  lure  the  shy  denizens  of  the  jungle 
with  salt." 

"Listen,  lady,  salt  may  have  been  good  a  few 
years  ago,"  he  smiled,  "but  Africa's  changed  a  lot 
since  then.  Last  year  we  were  getting  five  bucks 
for  a  picture ;  but  that  was  before  the  competition 
got  so  heavy." 

I  tried  a  new  tack.  "But  surely  such  a  hand- 
some little  Pigmy,"  I  said  coyly,  "surely  such 
a  model  of  good  looks  and  perfect  physical 
proportions  wouldn't  object  to  letting  me  have  a 
little  souvenir  photograph  .  .  .  just  to  remember 
him  by.  ,  .  ." 

"Well,  if  that's  the  way  you  feel,  of  course," 
said  the  Pigmy,  blushing  and  adjusting  his  loin- 
cloth self-consciously,  "seeing  it's  you.  .  .  ."  And 
with  a  sheepish  grin  he  took  out  a  thumbed  pack 
of  picture-postcards  and  handed  me  one.  "This  is 
my  favorite  pose,"  he  whispered.     "I  kind  of  like 

the  expression  around  the  eyes." 
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"It's  perfectly  lovely,"  I  said.  "Now,  if  I  could 
just  have  your  name  and  address  for  the  caption — " 

"Wee-Wee,  native  Congo  Pigmy,"  he  dictated 
rapidly,  as  I  scribbled  with  my  pencil,  "timid  but 
greedy  arboreal  dwarf,  being  coaxed  from  leafy 
refuge  by  banana  waved  at  him  by  crafty  explorer. 
This  is  the  first  photograph  ever  taken  of  this  shy 
denizen  of  the  great  mysterious  almost  unknown 
Ituri  forest — "  He  paused.  "By  the  way,  I  won- 
der if  you'd  send  me  a  copy  of  your  book  when  it 
appears." 

"I  certainly  will,  Wee-Wee,"  I  said  gratefully, 
"and  now  I  wish  you  would  let  me  fix  this  up  with 
you  somehow — " 

"Oh,  forget  it,"  said  the  little  fellow  with  a  casual 
laugh.  "Come  on,  step  in  the  car,  and  I'll  buy  you 
a  drink."  And  he  led  me  through  the  bushes  to  a 
Baby  Austin  parked  on  the  tiny  trail. 

"Quite  a  little  settlement  you  have  here,"  I  re- 
marked, as  we  sped  past  the  diminutive  cottages 
toward  the  Pigmy  village  of  Itsi-Bitsi. 

"It  isn't  bad  for  a  small  town,"  admitted  Wee- 
Wee  modestly.  "We  have  a  Little  Theater,  two 
pigmy  newspapers — tabloids,   of  course — a  jail,1 

i  Naturally  some  petty  crime  goes  on  in  this  tiny  community.  Dur- 
ing my  visit,  for  example,  they  caught  a  pigmy  gangster  and  put  him 
on  the  speck. 
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SOME     RARE     FLASHLIGHT     PHOTOGRAPHS     AT 
THE  WATER-HOLE 

Upper:  It  was  only  after  June  had  traversed  countless  miles 
of  impenetrable  jungle  in  the  company  of  her  bushman  guide, 
Francis  X.,  that  she  bursts  at  last  upon  this  virginal  glade,  hith- 
erto unmarred  by  foot  of  man,  where  the  ensuing  amazing 
photographs  were  made  of  timid  African  game  in  its  unspoiled 
native  haunts.  The  shy  creature  pictured  here,  according  to  a 
fresh  sign  observed  nearby,  seems  to  be  a  "Rhinoceros."  The 
country  seems  to  be  an  "Africa." 

Lower:  This  unique  shot,  made  without  the  use  of  telescopic 
lens,  was  only  secured  after  June  had  concealed  herself  at  the 
edge  of  the  water-hole  for  thirty  days,  disguised  as  half  of  an 
old  lettuce  sandwich,  until  her  timid  visitor  set  off  the  delicate 
flashlight  apparatus  during  a  midnight  prowl.  June  has  been 
totally  unable  to  guess  the  identity  of  these  strange  specimens 
to  date. 


Some  Rare  Flashlight  Photographs  at  the  Water-Hole 
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ON  THE  TRAIL  OF  MR.  ELEPHANT 

Here  June  and  Wuf-Wuf,  her  full-blooded  African  guide, 
are  tracking  a  herd  of  elephants  through  the  vast  mysterious 
almost  unknown  Ituri  forest,  by  means  of  their  fresh  spoor. 
This  spoor  is  collected  by  Wuf-Wuf  as  they  proceed  and  car- 
ried along  for  purposes  of  reference,  and  later  is  dumped 
beside  the  trail  in  a  convenient  receptacle,  or  Spoor  House. 
Thus  far  their  efforts  to  discover  the  elusive  herd  of  elephants 
have  produced  no  results,  and  June  is  growing  dubious. 
"  'Spoor  way  of  tracking  them,"  she  mutters,  shading  her 
eyes  and  peering  ahead  disconsolately. 
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and  an  eighteen-hole  municipal  Tom  Thumb 
Golf  Course,  over  by  the  miniature-railway  sta- 
tion." 

He  parked  his  Baby  Austin  beside  the  curb,  and 
led  me  down  a  narrow  flight  of  stairs  into  a  tiny 
basement  areaway.  Here  he  knocked  three  times. 
A  small  panel  opened  in  the  door. 

"Hello,  Josephine,"  he  said.    "It's  Wee-Wee." 

"Come  right  in,"  my  escort  added  to  me.  "This 
is  a  Pigmy  Saloon,  or  Speekesi.  It's  just  like  a 
regular  saloon,  only  smaller  and  more  crowded." 

"I  know,"  I  said,  following  him  to  the  diminu- 
tive bar.     "We  have  the  same  thing  back  home." 

We  set  our  feet  on  the  tiny  brass  rail. 

"We'll  have  a  couple  of  Pigmy  Tips,"  Wee-Wee 
said  to  the  dwarf  bartender.  "The  Pigmy  Up," 
he  explained  to  me,  "is  our  native  drink  around 
here.    It's  made  from  the  juice  of  panthers." 

"Very  tasty,"  I  said,  as  I  drained  my  eye-cupful 
and  stifled  a  little  choke. 

"It's  pure  stuff,  that's  one  thing,"  said  my  host, 
ordering  another  round.  "You  can't  be  too  careful 
what  you  drink  in  the  jungle  these  days,  with  all 
this  python  liquor  around." 

"There's  one  thing  that  I  don't  understand,"  I 
said,  as  I  drained  my  second  glass.    "Why  all  this 
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secrecy?  Why  the  locked  door  and  sliding-panel 
and  all?" 

"Oh,  drinking  is  against  the  law,"  he  said,  "Our 
Queen  doesn't  allow  it." 

'Who's  your  Queen?"  I  inquired, 

'Mrs.  Peabody." 

"Who?" 

"Mrs.  Peabody.    Mrs.  Henry  W.  Peabody." 

"Not — not  the  same  Mrs.  Peabody  who  was  head 
of  the  Women's  Law  Enforcement  League  in 
America?"  I  stared  at  him  in  bewilderment.  "But 
what  in  the  world  is  she  doing  here?" 

"It's  this  way,"  my  host  explained.  "You  re- 
member how  Mrs.  Peabody  moved  out  of  Massa- 
chusetts last  fall  in  a  huff  when  her  state  voted  wet, 
and  went  down  to  live  in  Florida  instead.  Well, 
it  seems  Florida  got  too  wet  for  her,  too,  so  she 
moved  to  California.  When  California  went  wet, 
she  moved  next  to  Idaho;  and  when  Idaho  went 
wet,  she  moved  in  rapid  succession  to  Utah, 
Nevada,  the  Dakotas,  and  Kansas.  At  last  Kansas 
went  wet;  so  Mrs.  Peabody  packed  her  trunks, 
gathered  all  the  remaining  members  of  her  commit- 
tee, and  together  with  Dr.  Clarence  Wilson  and 
Bishop  Cannon  and  Pickett  and  Pinchot  and  Edi- 
son and  Henry  Ford  and  Hoover  and  the  rest  of 
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the  Dry-Hards,  she  came  over  here  to  Africa  to 
run  our  country  instead.,, 

"But  why  do  they  all  pick  on  you  Pigmies?"  I 
asked. 

"We're  smaller  than  they  are,"  explained  Wee- 
Wee  bitterly,  "and  they  can  bully  us  more  easily." 

"Well,  I  don't  think  they'll  ever  enforce  it,"  I 
comforted  him,  as  I  swallowed  another  Pigmy  Up 
he  had  ordered.  "Prohibition  is  a  farce,  and  they'll 
have  to  repeal  it  sooner  or  later." 

"You  can't  ram  a  law  down  people's  throats," 
agreed  my  host,  ordering  a  fourth  round.  "If  you 
try  to  make  people  do  a  thing,  they  always  want 
to  do  just  the  opposite.    It's  human  psychology." 

"That's  just  what  I  always  say,"  I  nodded,  toss- 
ing off  my  drink.  "They'll  have  to  repeal  it  sooner 
or  later.    Prohibition  is  a  farce." 

"It's  human  psychology,"  replied  my  host,  wav- 
ing his  hand  for  another  round.  "You  can't  ram 
a  law  down  people's  throats — " 

"They'll  never  enforce  it,"  I  said,  gulping  the 
drink.  "Sooner  or  later  they'll  have  to  repeal  it, 
that's  all." 

"If  you  try  to  make  people  do  a  thing,"  added 
Pee- Wee,  pouring  another,  "they  always  want  to 
do  just  the  opposite — " 
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"Prohibition's  .  .  .  jus'  a  farce,"  I  said  slowly. 

"  'S  human  psychol'gy.  .  .  ."  murmured  Wee- 
Wee. 

At  this  moment  there  came  a  sudden  loud  ham- 
mering on  the  door,  and  several  gruff  shouts  out- 
side. The  bartender  opened  the  sliding-panel  and 
peered  out.    His  face  went  white. 

"The  gorillas  1"  he  cried  in  terror.  "The  place  is 
raided!" 

Instantly  the  tiny  room  was  plunged  into  wild 
confusion.  Pigmies  rushed  in  every  direction, 
knocking  over  chairs  and  tables  and  hurling  their 
glasses  to  the  floor  as  they  sought  escape.  As  I 
stood  panic-stricken  in  the  center  of  the  room,  the 
door  splintered  with  a  mighty  crash,  and  simul- 
taneously every  light  plunged  out.  In  the  darkness 
I  was  seized  by  crude  but  powerful  hands.  In  vain 
I  screamed  and  struggled  until  my  dress  was  torn 
from  my  shoulders;  I  felt  myself  lifted  bodily,  a 
great  paw  grasped  my  thighs,  another  seized  my 
ankles,  and  I  was  flung  heavily  over  a  hairy  shoul- 
der. With  a  triumphant  laugh,  my  giant  captor 
bore  me  helpless  into  the  thick  of  the  jungle,  and 
I  knew  no  more,  except  about  gorillas. 
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Chapter  VIII 

Deeper  and  ever  deeper  we  plunged  swiftly  into 
the  darkening  forest.  My  gorilla-captor  bore  me 
upside-down  over  his  massive  shoulders  in  a  firm 
fireman's  grip,1  while  I  kicked  and  struggled  in 
vain.  My  hair  had  tumbled  over  my  eyes,  and  the 
remnants  of  my  torn  dress  flapped  loosely  in  the 
breeze  as  he  strode  down  the  jungle  trail;  but  the 
grinning  beast  paid  no  attention  to  my  desperate 
struggles  or  pleas  for  mercy.  He  only  bared  his 
yellow  teeth  wider  in  a  masterful  grin,  or  cuffed  me 
warningly  once  or  twice  across  my  exposed  flanks 
with  his  hard  paw,  when  I  attempted  to  bury  my 
teeth  desperately  in  his  hairy  calf. 

i  The  strength  of  the  gorilla  is  of  course  notorious.  For  example, 
I  have  seen  one  of  these  huge  creatures  grasp  four  telephone-books 
and  tear  them  in  half  with  his  bare  hands,  a  feat  incidentally  which  he 
accomplished  by  ripping  out  one  page  at  a  time.  On  another  occa- 
sion, I  have  watched  a  gorilla  grasp  a  silver  dollar  between  his  thumb 
and  forefinger,  and  not  only  break  it  into  halves,  but  also  break  the 
halves  into  quarters,  and  the  quarters  into  dimes  and  nickles.  On 
the  other  hand,  I  have  never  seen  even  a  gorilla  who  was  able  to  raise 
a  Pullman  car  window. 
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"You  little  she-devil,"  he  laughed,  placing  a  mus- 
cular arm  about  my  naked  white  waist,  and  crush- 
ing me  against  him  until  my  face  was  buried  in  his 
shaggy  fur,  and  the  very  breath  seemed  forced  from 
my  panting  body.    "I'll  tame  you  yet." 

"You — beast,"  I  choked,  drumming  my  little 
fists  in  vain  against  his  great  bared  chest,  while 
tears  of  anger  and  exasperation  welled  in  my  eyes. 
"You're  hurting  me!" 

He  released  the  iron  pressure  of  his  huge  arms 
a  little,  and  looked  down  into  my  face  with  the 
tolerant  amusement  of  the  powerful  male.  For 
the  first  time,  I  noticed  that  his  grin  was  boyish  and 
almost  appealing  in  a  strong,  virile  way.  His 
deep -set  brown  eyes  were  not  as  fierce  as  I  had 
expected,  and  as  they  gazed  into  mine  a  softer  light 
stole  into  them.  Slowly  he  released  his  grip  from 
my  bruised  thighs.  His  hand  slipped  wonderingly 
down  my  leg,  and  gently  he  lowered  me  to  the 
ground,  his  handsome  face  suddenly  coloring  with 
embarrassment.  I  clutched  the  tattered  remnants 
of  my  silk  chemise  to  my  breast,  and  glared  at  him 
defiantly. 

"I'm  sorry,"  he  said  slowly,  in  a  deep  rumbling 
voice.  "I  guess  I — forgot  myself.  Can  you  for- 
give me?" 
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"Never,  you  brute!"  I  retorted,  grabbing  help- 
lessly at  a  falling  shoulder-strap ;  but  the  quiver  in 
my  voice  belied  my  words.  A  curious  tremor  shot 
through  me  like  a  flaming  arrow  from  Cupid's  bow, 
and  I  felt  my  heart  leap  wildly  as  his  hand  found 
mine  and  held  it  tight.  Silently  we  strode  together 
through  the  jungle,  a  silence  fraught  with  strange 
and  deep  emotions  for  us  both. 

"Where  are  you  taking  me?"  I  asked  after  an 
embarrassing  pause,  as  we  passed  through  a  heavy 
iron  gate  marked  "Gus  Wilson's"  and  started  up 
a  gravel  trail. 

"This  is  our  training  camp,"  answered  the  young 
gorilla,  "where  we  harden  up  and  sort  of  keep  in 
shape.  There's  quite  a  bunch  of  us  working 
out  here  right  now,"  he  added.  "We're  point- 
ing for  the  All- African  wrestling  matches  next 
week." 

"Are  you  a  wrestler?"  I  asked,  looking  up  in  ad- 
miration at  his  magnificent  shoulders,  long  shaggy 
arms,  and  tapering  waist. 

"I  did  a  little  in  college,"  replied  the  young 
gorilla  modestly.  "My  father  was  quite  a  well- 
known  heavyweight  gorilla  in  his  day,  and  I  guess 
I'm  just  a  chimp  off  the  old  block." 

"What  was  your   college?"   I   asked,   striding 
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faster  to  keep  pace  with  the  easy  swing  of  his  pow- 
erful legs. 

"I'm  Dartmouth,  myself,"  he  replied.  "Deke"; 
and  he  pointed  to  a  diamond-shaped  tattoo  on  his 
biceps. 

"I  used  to  know  several  Dekes  from  Columbia," 
I  said,  "but  Chester  is  an  S.  A.  E.  from  Yale." 
And  I  smiled  to  myself  at  the  sudden  mental  com- 
parison of  poor  Chester  with  this  masculine,  domi- 
nating brute  who  held  me  by  the  wrist  in  his  gentle 
but  firm  grip. 

"A  lot  of  our  gorillas  today  are  college  men," 
said  my  companion.    "College  men,  and  doctors." 

As  we  approached  the  main  section  of  the  gorilla 
training-camp,  a  strong  smell  of  wintergreen  lini- 
ment filled  the  forest  air,  and  I  distinguished  the 
busy  rat-tat-tat  of  punching  bags,  the  thud  of 
gloves,  and  the  jarring  stamp  of  two-hundred- 
pound  huskies  skipping  rope.  The  scene  before  us 
was  one  of  tremendous  activity.  In  a  corner  of  the 
forest  glade,  a  huge  gorilla  pounded  the  trunk  of 
a  coco-palm  with  his  bare  fist;  nearby  several 
smaller  gorillas  lay  on  their  backs  on  the  green 
moss,  raising  and  lowering  their  legs  in  unison; 
others  were  chinning  themselves  upon  the  trailing 
vines  or  working  on  parallel  branches  overhead, 
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while  two  great  bruisers  with  heavy  training-gloves 
were  sparring  heatedly  together  under  a  banyan 
tree. 

In  a  small  squared  circle,  surrounded  by  several 
knotted  strands  of  tropical  vines,  my  young  com- 
panion pointed  to  two  brutes  who  were  locked  to- 
gether in  a  straining  embrace  on  the  jungle  floor. 
Their  muscles  swelled  and  their  foreheads  glistened 
with  perspiration  as  they  rolled  over  and  over,  each 
seeking  to  gain  a  strangle  hold  on  his  opponent. 
As  I  watched,  one  gorilla  threw  his  shaggy  legs 
around  his  adversary's  neck  and  quickly  locked  his 
ankles  together,  squeezing  his  legs  in  a  powerful 
scissors  and  at  the  same  time  grasping  his  helpless 
opponent's  left  ankle,  twisting  it  twice  around  his 
waist,  and  knotting  it  securely  behind  his  right  ear. 
A  third  gorilla  reached  down  and  slapped  his  shoul- 
ders twice. 

"That's  the  Combination  Half-Nelson,  Ankle- 
Lock  and  Near-Arm  Grapevine,"  explained  my 
friendly  gorilla.  "It  is  one  of  our  most  difficult 
holds.  Nothing  is  barred.  Gorillas  who  try  it," 
he  said,  "would  think  nothing  of  breaking  an  arm 
or  a  leg." 

"I  wouldn't  think  so  much  of  it,  myself,"  I  con- 
fessed, as  we  moved  across  the  trampled  space  to- 
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MEET  THE  CHIMP! 

With  a  shy  smile,  June  snuggles  into  the  powerful  arms  of 
her  gorilla-captor,  the  virile  and  handsome  Harry  Ape,  and 
lays  her  head  coyly  against  his  shaggy  chest.  It  was  in  his 
powerful  yet  somehow  tender  grip  that  she  was  thus  borne 
deep  into  the  jungle,  a  helpless  and  half-naked  victim  of  this 
lustful  abductor ;  yet  her  appealing  eyes  do  not  betray  a  trace 
of  fear.  Perhaps  in  her  woman's  heart  of  hearts,  the  small 
voice  of  intuition  murmurs  that  all  will  be  well.  Perhaps  echo 
answers:    "So  what?" 


Meet  the  Chimp! 
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"DON'T  CALL  THAT  BIM  A  BIM!" 

This  crude  and  hirsute  brute  at  the  gorilla's  training  camp, 
deep  in  the  forest,  has  just  insulted  little  June;  and  brave 
young  Harry  has  risen  angrily  to  her  defense.  With  fangs 
bared,  the  two  monarchs  of  the  forest  glare  at  each  other  with 
hate-maddened  eyes,  while  June  cowers  in  terror  before  this 
titanic  struggle  of  elemental  passions  in  the  jungle's  heart. 
What  will  be  the  outcome  ? 


COCONUT  OIL 

ward  another  clearing  where  two  stout  apes  writhed 
in  locked  embrace.  "And  what  is  this  hold  over 
here?" 

"This  is  the  Combination  Scissors,  Jack  Knife, 
Key-Ring,  and  Seventy-Nine  Cents  in  Loose 
Change,"  explained  my  guide.  "In  this  hold,  the 
gorilla  seizes  his  opponent's  left  wrist,  passes  it 
through  a  loop  in  his  right  leg,  then  makes  a  run- 
ning-noose or  slip-knot  (see  figure  A),  draws  the 
loop  tight  and  passes  it  backward  over  the  left  leg 
(figure  B) ,  taking  a  half -hitch  around  his  neck  with 
his  right  wrist  and  snipping  off  any  superfluous 
elbows  or  ears  with  a  body-scissors.  It  is  also 
known  as  the  old-fashioned  bowline,  or  timber 
hitch." 

I  indicated  a  pair  of  huskies  struggling  together 
on  a  mossy  embankment  at  our  left. 

"This  hold,"  my  companion  explained,  "is  the 
Combination  Ham  and  Swiss  on  Rye.  It  is  a 
highly  complicated  hold,  and  sometimes  the  oppo- 
nents do  not  get  untangled  again  for  days.  Now 
and  then  they  get  completely  confused  and  come 
out  of  the  ring  wearing  each  other's  trunks,  or  walk- 
ing on  two  right  legs.  Half  the  arms  and  legs 
around  this  camp  aren't  mates,"  he  sighed. 

As  he  spoke,  a  loud  dinner-bell  began  to  clang  at 
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the  further  end  of  the  jungle  clearing.  The  goril- 
las rose  hastily  and  stampeded  toward  the  showers, 
dropping  their  gloves  and  skipping-ropes  as  they 
ran.  My  escort  took  me  by  the  arm  and  hurried 
me  across  the  yard. 

"Come  on  over  and  sit  at  our  training-table,"  he 
invited.    "I  want  you  to  meet  the  bunch." 

The  long  table  was  already  crowded  with  the 
first  shift  as  we  arrived,  their  great  shoulders 
hunched  over  the  board  and  their  arms  raising  and 
lowering  as  they  bolted  their  food  greedily.  The 
din  of  conversation  was  mingled  with  the  clatter  of 
dishes,  the  impatient  banging  of  heavy  fists  for 
"seconds,"  and  a  loud  song  which  the  uncouth  and 
hirsute  *  brute  at  the  head  of  the  table  was  leading 
in  a  booming  bass  voice: 

"For  he's  a  jolly  gorilla, 
For  he's  a  jolly  gorilla, 
For  he's  a  jolly  gon7-la — " 

He  broke  off  suddenly  and  stared  at  me  as  I 
approached  timidly,  clinging  to  my  young  com- 
panion's hand.  His  pithecanthrepoid  jaw  drooped 
with  astonishment,  and  an  evil  leer  lit  his  rough, 
bearded  face. 

i  All  gorillas  in  Africa  wear  hirsutes,  even  in  the  hot  weather. 
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"My  God!"  he  shouted.    "Lookit  the  twist!" 

"Hey,  Harry,  where'd'ja  pick  up  the  frail!" 
"Harry  Ape  has  brought  his  femme  to  camp!" 
"Hiya,  babe?"  shouted  the  other  gorillas,  pausing 
in  their  eating  to  turn  and  stare  at  me  with  menac- 
ing grins. 

"Hiya,  boys!"  I  replied  easily;  but  I  confess  I 
was  far  from  comfortable  in  the  face  of  their  rough- 
and-ready  masculine  laughter. 

"Meet  the  stable,"  said  the  head  gorilla,  placing 
his  thick  arm  familiarly  about  my  waist  and  draw- 
ing me  toward  him.  "Now,  mugs,  remember  there's 
a  lady  present,  and  I  want  all  you  bastards  to  be- 
have like  gentlemen !"  And  he  hauled  me  down 
onto  his  lap  with  a  loud  laugh,  and  patted  my  knee. 
"Come  on,  let's  have  a  kiss,  sweetheart!" 

As  he  pressed  his  thick,  flattened  features  close 
to  mine,  I  leaned  back  in  terror,  and  glanced  ap- 
pealingly  at  Harry  Ape.  With  a  frown,  the  young 
gorilla  seized  his  larger  rival's  shoulder  in  a  vice- 
like grip. 

"Lay  off,  Spike,  see,"  he  said  in  steely  tones. 
"Leave  her  alone." 

"Say,  are  you  trying  to  tell  me  what  to  do?" 
growled  the  huge  brute,  shoving  back  his  chair 
amid  an  ominous  silence,  and  rising  belligerently  to 
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his  feet.  The  younger  gorilla  did  not  budge.  For 
a  moment  they  glared  eye  to  eye. 

"You  heard  me,"  said  Harry  evenly.  "Keep 
your  paws  off  this  little  girl." 

"Why,  you  son-of-a — "  began  Spike,  wrenching 
my  arm  cruelly. 

He  got  no  further.  In  a  flash  Harry  had  hauled 
back  his  fist,  and  shot  it  forward  like  a  piston.  It 
connected  with  a  sickening  crunch.  The  immense 
beast  staggered  backward  against  the  table,  and 
then  slid  to  the  floor,  dragging  the  table  cloth  with 
him.  Amid  the  crash  of  dishes  and  silverware,  a 
stocky  figure  in  cap  and  sweater  rushed  out  of  the 
door. 

"It's  Gus!"  gasped  a  small  gorilla  at  the  foot  of 
the  table. 

"Well,  what  ta  hell  goes  on  out  here?"  demanded 
the  irate*  trainer.  "Can't  I  leave  you  gorillas  alone 
two  minutes — "  Suddenly  his  eyes  fell  on  me.  "A 
skoit!"  he  cried  in  horror.    "Who  brung  her  here?" 

"I  did,  Gus,"  said  Harry  quietly. 

"Well,  then,  you  can  take  her  away  again,  and 
damn'  quick,  too,"  roared  Gus  in  a  fury.  "You 
know  what  I  think  o'  bims  aroun'  my  camp  when 
dere's  training  to  be  done.  Go  on — beat  it,  the  both 
o'  youse!" 
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In  silence  Harry  and  I  hurried  down  the  gravel 
walk,  and  trotted  together  out  through  the  iron  gate 
into  the  jungle  again.  For  some  moments  we 
strode  along  the  trail  without  speaking.  Harry's 
handsome  face  was  clearly  lost  in  thought,  and  his 
serious  brown  eyes  avoided  mine.  At  last  I  slipped 
my  tiny  moist  fingers  into  his  powerful  hand. 

"Harry,"  I  said  softly. 

He  looked  down  at  me  wonderingly. 

"My  hero,"  I  murmured.  "My  great  big  strong 
brave  powerful  he-gorilla !" 

"June,"  he  said  hoarsely,  "June,  there's  some- 
thing I  want  to  show  you — something  I  want  to 
tell  you—" 

"I  know — Harry,"  I  smiled  vaguely,  squeezing 
his  hand  with  an  understanding  pressure. 

"If  you'll  come  with  me,"  he  whispered,  "just  us 
two — alone  in  a  little  forest  glade — we  can  share 
this  great  secret  together — " 

"I'll  come  with  you,"  I  answered,  my  heart  beat- 
ing wildly  in  the  grip  of  my  mad  infatuation. 

Softly  we  flitted  through  the  twilight-shaded 
jungle  like  shadows,  while  the  very  forest  creatures 
seemed  to  hush  their  sound  and  the  leaves  rustled 
softly  overhead.  Hand  in  hand  we  entered  a  se- 
cluded glade,  and  paused  before  a  soft  couch  of 
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green  moss,  surrounded  by  delicate  ferns.  Here  we 
knelt  together. 

"Isn't  it  beautiful?"  he  whispered  after  a  pause. 

"Beautiful,"  I  echoed  softly. 

"The  dew  on  the  ferns,"  he  suggested  tenderly, 
"reminds  me  of  elfin  teardrops." 

I  nodded. 

"Look  at  the  shiny  cob-webs,"  he  added  in  a  rev- 
erent voice.  "Don't  they  seem  to  you  like  the  little 
pixie's  bridal  veils?" 

"Yes,"  I  said.  "What  was  it  you  wanted  to  show 
me,  Harry?" 

"This  is  it,  June."  He  leaned  over  and  picked 
a  green  frond  at  our  feet.  "I  wanted  you  to  see 
this  fern." 

"What?" 

"It's  a  very  rare  fern,"  he  said.  "You  don't  find 
many  ferns  in  Africa  like  this  one.  I'm  quite  inter- 
ested in  ferns,"  he  confided  to  me.  "I've  got  a 
dandy  collection  of  pressed  ferns  home." 

"Do  you  mean  to  say,"  I  asked  slowly,  "that  you 
brought  me  all  the  way  out  here  to  show  me  a 
fern?" 

He  nodded  brightly. 

"But — but  what  was  this  secret  you  had  to  tell 
me?"  I  urged  in  a  last  effort. 
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CHESTER  DRAWERS  TO  THE  RESCUE 

Deeper  and  ever  deeper  Harry  Ape  bears  our  helpless 
June  into  the  dark  jungle,  while  she  struggles  and  beats  her 
little  fists  against  his  matted  chest  in  vain.  Surely  it  must 
seem  as  though  all  hope  were  lost.  But  stay!  even  as  they 
enter  this  secluded  forest  glade,  the  soft  voice  of  Chester 
Drawers  calls  her  name:  "June  .  .  .  June  .  .  .  Her  hero 
has  arrived  in  the  nick  of  time,  to  save  her  from  a  fate  far 
worse  than  death.  Our  lucky  June  acknowledges  this  rescue 
with  a  twisted  smile. 
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NO  NUDES  ARE  GOOD  NUDES 

As  June  and  her  safari  proceed  along  the  jungle  trail  that 
leads  into  the  dangerous  country  of  the  Egbo  Cannibals,  a 
sudden  blood-curdling  shout  assails  their  ears;  and  before  the 
little  group  can  collect  their  wits,  they  find  themselves  con- 
fronted by  this  group  of  naked  and  grinning  black  Eves,  who 
halt  menacingly  in  their  path.  Chester  Drawers  breaks  terror- 
stricken  for  cover;  but  little  June  sticks  loyally  by  the  side 
of  her  frightened  old  guardian,  and  refuses  to  desert  him  in 
this  moment  of  peril.    She  will  not  let  her  Britches  down! 
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"Here  it  is,"  said  the  gorilla.  "It's  this  dandy 
'bunk*  for  ferns.  No  one  knows  of  this  place  but 
you  and  me,  June.    It's  our  secret  together — " 

"Well,  I'll  be  damned,"  I  said  slowly. 

"Oh,  I  know  what  you're  thinking,"  said  Harry 
sadly.  "You're  thinking  it's  funny  for  a  gorilla 
to  collect  ferns.  You  think  just  because  I'm  big 
and  hairy,  I  ought  to  go  around  talking  out 
of  the  corner  of  my  mouth.  But  I'm  different, 
June.    I'm  not  like  other  gorillas." 

"I'll  tell  the  cock-eyed  world,"  I  muttered 
grimly. 

"I  have  the  soul  of  a  poet  in  me,"  he  said  softly. 
"I  love  the  trees,  and  babbling  brooks,  and  little 
flowers — " 

I  rose  determinedly  and  brushed  off  my  knees. 

"I  love  to  muse  with  Nature,"  he  continued. 
"Sometimes  I  bring  along  my  violin,  and  I  muse 
with  Nature  like  sixty.  Would  you  like,"  he  asked 
shyly,  "to  hear  some  of  my  musings  about 
Nature?—" 

I  commenced  to  back  away  slowly. 

"I  have  a  little  thing  called  'Spring,' "  confided 
the  gorilla,  staring  before  him  dreamily.  "It  goes 
like  this—" 

Far  down  at  the  other  end  of  the  clearing  I  heard 
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a  faint  but  familiar  voice,  calling  my  name.  The 
next  moment,  to  my  relief,  Chester  strolled  into 
sight,  his  megaphone  raised  to  his  lips  as  he  crooned: 
"June  . . .  where  ah  you? . . ." 

".  .  .  thy  song  is  like  a  faery's  lute  at  dawn .  .  ." 
murmured  the  gorilla. 

I  rushed  across  the  clearing  and  flung  my  arms 
impulsively  about  Chester's  neck,  hugging  him 
close  and  showering  him  with  kisses. 

"My  hero!"  I  fairly  shouted.  "My  great  big 
strong  brave  powerful — " 
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Chapter  IX 
I  Become  a  White  Goddess 


Chapter  IX 

"It  strikes  me,  June/'  said  old  Britches,  as  our 
safari  moped  along  the  jungle  trail  one  afternoon, 
"that  these  movies  on  Africa  ain't  all  they're 
cranked  up  to  be." 

I  glanced  at  him  inquiringly. 

"Here  we  come  expecting  to  see  cannibals  and 
war-dances  and  tribes  of  man-eating  savages,"  he 
complained,  "and  all  we  find  is  a  lot  of  lousy  ani- 
mals. We  might  of  saved  our  money  and  gone  to 
the  Bronx  Zoo." 

"It  would  be  nice  to  have  a  little  excitement,  for 
a  change,"  I  confessed.  "I'm  beginning  to  suffer 
from  ennui  myself." 

"Ennui  all,"  sighed  old  Britches  disconsolately. 

Alas  for  Britches!  Little  did  he  reck  the  dark 
fate  that  was  shortly  in  store  for  all  of  us.  Surely 
none  of  us  could  have  guessed  then  how  soon  his 
idle  wish  was  to  be  granted! 
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It  was  not  without  cause  that  our  spirits  were 
low.  For  the  past  five  days  we  had  traveled  the 
difficult  country  of  the  Egbo  Cannibals,  under  the 
guidance  of  old  Trader  Horn,  searching  for  the 
famed  tribe  of  primitive  man-eaters  in  vain.  We 
had  met  the  old  tin-peddler  at  a  jungle  cross-roads 
several  days  before,  and  upon  our  request  he  had 
forsaken  his  peddling  momentarily  to  guide  us  to 
the  home  of  the  Cannibals;  but  thus  far  our  most 
careful  search  had  not  revealed  a  living  soul  beside 
ourselves  in  all  this  great,  mysterious,  almost  un- 
known forest.  Trader  Horn  alone  was  not  dis- 
couraged. 

"We'll  find  'em,  lass,"  he  assured  me  again  and 
again,  stroking  his  long  white  beard  confidently.  "I 
know  they're  here  somewhere.  Blood  brother  to  the 
cannibals  I  am — aye,  lass!  bound  by  the  rites  of 
Egbo,  when  I  was  but  a  lad  of  seventeen — or  was 
it  sixteen? — I  can't  remember  clear — "  He  shook 
his  head  and  consulted  his  folding  road-map  again 
with  a  frown.  "I  know  we  take  the  second  turn 
beyond  the  hippopotamus  tracks,  and  then  bear 
straight  left  at  the  watering-hole — " 

"That  sign  back  there  said  'Guere,' "  offered 
Chester  timidly. 

"Aye,  lad!    The  Guere  Cannibals — a  rival  outfit. 

162 


COCONUT  OIL 

Seabrook's  crowd.  We  want  to  see  the  Egbos — 
far  more  savage  and  fierce,"  he  assured  us,  "with 
their  terrible  Chief,  King  Em-Bon-Pwan — but  a 
darned  good  Egbo  when  you  get  to  know  him," 
added  Trader  Horn  quickly.  "Aye,  ma'am,  I 
could  tell  you — I've  seen — " 

Suddenly  he  held  up  a  finger  warningly.  From 
the  distance  came  a  human  shriek  of  agony,  then  a 
groan  and  a  death  rattle,  followed  by  a  shout  of 
mocking  laughter.    Old  Horn  nodded  sagely. 

"It  must  be  lunch-time,"  he  said,  beckoning  to 
us.    "Come,  lass,  we're  getting  warm!" 

"Warm,  hell,"  said  old  Britches,  mopping  his 
forehead  nervously.  "I'm  hot  as  tophet.  How 
about  resting  here  for  a  spell — " 

The  words  were  hardly  out  of  his  mouth  when  a 
blood-curling  yell  rent  the  air.  The  next  instant 
the  bushes  parted;  and  before  we  could  collect  our 
wits,  Britches  and  Chester  Drawers  and  I  found 
ourselves  surrounded  by  a  circle  of  menacing  sav- 
ages, their  painted  bodies  decorated  with  crude 
nose-rings,  leopard's  claws  and  other  weird  orna- 
ments. Out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye  I  saw  Chester 
turn  pale,  and  falter.  For  a  moment  he  seemed 
trying  to  summon  his  courage  to  rush  forward  to 
my  rescue;  then,  as  a  scowling  cannibal  started 
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toward  him,  he  let  out  a  yip  of  terror  and  broke 
wildly  for  safety,  diving  into  the  thorn-bushes  and 
disappearing  from  view.  It  was  the  last  I  was  to 
see  of  my  hero  for  some  time  to  come ! 

Meantime  our  gleeful  captors  were  leading  us 
rapidly  along  the  trail,  singing  and  laughing  hap- 
pily. The  sound  of  drums  and  tom-toms  grew 
steadily  louder;  and  as  we  rounded  a  turn  in  the 
trail,  I  halted  and  stared  before  me  in  astonishment. 
We  were  in  a  large  and  prosperous  village,  the 
thatched  huts  crowded  with  eager  faces.  In  the 
center  of  the  village  square,  about  an  iron  pot  that 
dangled  suggestively  from  a  tripod  of  spears,  clus- 
tered the  savage  inhabitants.  As  we  made  our  way 
timidly  into  the  clearing,  they  rushed  toward  us 
with  whoops  and  shouts  of  joy:  groups  of  young 
girls,  high-breasted  naked  Amazons  bearing  long 
polished  staves;  old  councillors  with  headdresses 
of  green  leaves;  devil  dancers  wearing  monstrous 
masks  brilliantly  painted  and  decorated  with  fur 
and  feathers;  and  last  but  not  least  a  small  figure 
with  a  white  apron  and  cook's-cap  perched  high  on 
his  head,  who  came  toward  us  carrying  a  long  knife, 
a  fork,  and  several  tins  of  cinnamon,  pepper  and 
all-spice  in  a  sack  of  monkey-skin  dangling  at  his 
side. 
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"It's  Kwee-Seen,"  explained  Trader  Horn  in  a 
whisper.    "He's  the  Cannibal  Chef." 

For  a  moment  Kwee-Seen  regarded  me  with  a 
slight  frown,  prodding  me  on  all  sides,  and  eventu- 
ally halting  behind  me  and  shaking  his  head.  With 
a  sigh,  he  turned  to  old  Britches,  and  jammed  his 
forefinger  tentatively  into  Britches'  ample  stomach. 
His  face  broke  into  a  happy  grin,  and  he  turned 
away  chuckling  and  nodding  to  himself;  but  at  the 
moment  I  did  not  comprehend  the  sinister  meaning 
of  the  Chef's  cryptic  smile. 

In  the  meantime,  the  crowd  of  gaping  natives  had 
been  staring  at  us  steadily;  and  now  one  of  them 
waddled  forward,  shading  her  eyes  and  gazing  at 
me  unbelievingly.  At  last  her  black  face  broke 
into  a  grin  of  welcome. 

"Well,  fo'  de  Ian'  sakes!"  she  beamed,  holding 
out  both  her  arms.  "If  it  ain't  Miss  Junie !  Why, 
chil'  alive,  what  you-all  doin'  hyar?" 

I  stared  in  astonishment,  and  then  gave  a  cry  of 
recognition. 

"Minnie!"  I  laughed,  as  I  recognized  the  familiar 
feature  of  our  old  laundress  from  back  in  Harlem. 
"Well,  this  is  a  surprise!" 

"  Yo'  shore  is  a  sight  f  o'  sore  eyes !"  laughed  Min- 
nie, embracing  me  happily.  "Lawdy,  lawdy,  I  never 
expected  to  see  you  here!" 
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A  ROYAL  ENTOURAGE  BIDS  JUNE  WELCOME 

Now  the  exultant  shouting  dies  and  the  natives  fall  back 
respectfully  with  downcast  eyes.  As  June  glances  up  in 
apprehension,  her  heart  seems  to  stop.  Toward  her,  down  the 
trail,  approaches  the  stately  figure  of  the  dreaded  Cannibal 
King  himself,  clad  in  regal  leopard-skin  and  brandishing  his 
war-shield  of  buffalo  fur ;  while  behind  him,  borne  aloft  on  the 
shoulders  of  two  royal  carriers,  the  beautiful  but  quixotic 
Cannibal  Queen  waves  her  hands  aloft  in  a  gesture  that  can 
have  but  one  meaning  for  Britches  and  little  June. 
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June  and  King  Em-Bon-Pwan 


JUNE  AND  KING  EM-BON-PWAN 

With  awed  eyes,  June  gazes  up  into  the  handsome  but  im- 
passive face  of  the  King  of  the  Egbo  Cannibals,  his  tousled 
hair  hanging  in  wisps  above  his  massive  forehead  and  two 
great  rings  of  solid  gold  dangling  from  his  ears.  King  Em- 
Bon-Pwan  meantime  clutches  the  huge  bone  which  is  his  sym- 
bol of  power,  and  steals  an  appraising  glance  at  June  out  of 
the  corner  of  his  eye.  "S'mbebi,"  he  mutters  rapidly  in  gruff 
Egbo  dialect.    "M'boi-o-boi-o-boi.  .  .  ." 
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"Well,  Minnie,"  I  said,  "as  a  matter  of  fact,  I 
might  say  the  same  of  you." 

"Oh,  we's  all  here,"  said  Minnie  casually.  "All 
us  colored  folks  from  Harlem.  Yonder  is  yo' 
papa's  old  chauffeur,  Jo;  and  over  there  is  Pete  the 
Bootblack,  you  remember  Pete  on  the  corner  out- 
side yo'  old  apartment,  Miss  Junie."  She  nodded. 
"We's  all  in  Africa  now!" 

"I  don't  understand,  Minnie,"  I  faltered. 

"It's  the  business  depression,  Miss  June,"  ex- 
plained Minnie,  in  a  low  voice.  "We  foun'  we  could 
pick  up  more  money  over  here,  posing  fo'  the  ex- 
plorers— "  She  broke  off  suddenly,  and  then  added 
rapidly:  "But  I'll  see  you  all,  later,  Miss  June. 
Here  comes  de  King  now!" 

I  turned  and  gazed  where  she  had  pointed. 
Through  a  lane  in  the  crowd,  preceded  by  a  number 
of  beautiful  girls  in  barbaric  array,  their  hair 
twined  with  shells  and  ornaments  of  bone,  advanced 
a  huge  and  dominating  figure.  He  was  of  awe-in- 
spiring proportions,  his  tousled  hair  hanging  in 
wisps  above  his  handsome  face  and  two  gold  ear- 
rings dangling  from  either  ear.  Upon  his  massive 
chest  he  wore  a  royal  leopard-skin,  and  in  his  right 
hand  he  carried  a  tremendous  white  bone,  the  sym- 
bol of  his  superiority  over  the  rest  of  the  tribe. 
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With  regal  bearing  he  drew  nearer  and  extended 
his  huge  hand  to  Trader  Horn. 

"Hiya!"  he  bawled  like  a  bull,  giving  him  the 
secret  grip  of  the  cannibal  brotherhood;  and  he  mut- 
tered in  Egbo:  "M'go-sit?" 

"L'fln-dandi,"  replied  Horn,  shaking  his  hand 
eagerly.    ' '  S  'everthing-thyu  ?" 

"M'okeh,  n'kyu,"  replied  the  King.    "N'yu?" 

"M'okeh,"  smiled  Trader  Horn,  giving  his  hand 
a  final  shake.  "This  is  June  Triplett,  a  little  girl 
who  was  anxious  to  meet  you,  King." 

With  a  genial  smile,  the  King  turned  and  re- 
garded me  with  twinkling  eyes.  He  examined  a 
wisp  of  my  hair  in  his  fingers,  stroked  my  arm  tenta- 
tively with  his  finger-tips,  and  then  began  to  pinch 
and  prod  me  as  he  ran  an  exploring  hand  rapidly 
over  my  face,  neck,  shoulders,  and  down  my  arms 
to  my  knees.  I  glanced  uneasily  once  or  twice  at 
Trader  Horn. 

"Don't  mind  him,"  whispered  old  Horn.  "It's 
an  old  Cannibal  custom.  He's  just  getting  ac- 
quainted." 

"Getting  acquainted!"  I  exclaimed,  jumping  a 
trifle  as  the  King  started  down  my  back.  "He  feels 
like  an  old  friend  already." 

With  a  last  appraising  pat  and  a  slap  of  approval, 
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Em-Bon-Pwan  straightened  and  nodded  happily. 
"M'boi-o-boi-o-boi,"  he  said  rapidly  in  Egbo. 
"S'mbebi!" 

"She'll  do,  huh,  King?"  chuckled  Trader  Horn 
with  a  wink. 

I  stared  at  him  in  amazement,  a  sudden  and  hor- 
rid suspicion  mounting  within  me.  Em-Bon-Pwan 
put  his  arm  familiarly  about  the  crafty  old  Trader's 
shoulders,  and  whispered  something,  jerking  his 
thumb  back  at  me  once  or  twice.  At  last  the  old 
Traitor,  Horn,  nodded  his  head.  With  a  grin  Em- 
Bon-Pwan  counted  out  a  handful  of  coins  into  the 
palm  of  my  white-bearded  old  Judas  and  they  shook 
hands.  "And  stick  around  for  the  banquet  tomor- 
row," I  heard  the  King  add  in  a  whisper,  as  he 
waved  goodbye  and  then  turned  and  regarded  me 
with  proprietary  pleasure. 

"Well,  I'm  afraid  I  got  to  be  going,  King,"  I 
said,  trying  to  put  up  a  brave  front.  "It's  getting 
too  dark  for  pictures,  so  if  you  don't  mind — " 

With  a  loud  laugh,  the  King  clapped  his  hands 
twice.  Instantly  several  African  warriors  stepped 
forward  and  seized  me  by  either  arm,  leading  me 
gently  but  firmly  across  the  enclosure.  I  looked 
back  over  my  shoulder  just  in  time  to  see  poor  old 
Britches,  surrounded  by  the  nude  Amazons,  being 
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hustled  off  in  the  opposite  direction ;  then  my  guards 
ushered  me  to  a  high  thatched  hut  and  forced  me 
through  the  narrow  door.  I  heard  the  latch  click 
dismally  behind  me! 

It  was  a  full  moment  before  my  eyes  grew  ac- 
customed to  the  semi-darkness.  I  blinked  and 
stared  at  the  strange  sight  that  gradually  met  my 
gaze.  About  the  large  and  luxurious  room,  reclin- 
ing on  soft  cushions,  smoking,  reading,  or  playing 
cards  listlessly  at  several  folding-tables,  I  made  out 
fifteen  or  twenty  beautiful  white  girls,  their  blonde 
hair  falling  almost  to  their  shoulders  and  their  fair 
bodies  nude  save  for  their  usual  grass  skirt,  or  coup- 
de-grass?  and  glittering  bead  necklaces. 

From  the  center  of  the  group,  as  I  stared,  a  stat- 
uesque and  vivid  creature  advanced  luxuriantly 
toward  me.  Her  soft  blonde  hair  fell  in  golden 
profusion  to  her  marble-white  shoulders,  each  sunny 
ringlet  twined  with  rare  ornaments  of  ebony  and 
rubies.  About  her  breast  was  a  rare  skin  of  ermine 
trimmed  with  pearls,  and  her  silken  coup-de-grass 
was  fastened  to  her  slim  waist  by  a  diamond-stud- 
ded belt,  cut  with  countless  notches  and  emblematic 


i  This  coup-de-$rass  is  worn  about  the  waist  by  all  brides  in  Africa. 
It  is  usually  given  to  them  by  their  husbands  upon  their  wedding 
night,  and  is  similar  in  many  respects  to  the  familiar  Hawaiian  lei. 
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of  the  championship.    A  huge  corsage  of  orchids 
lent  an  exotic  and  compelling  fragrance. 

Well,  dearie,"  said  this  blonde  vision  wearily, 
welcome  to  the  harem!"  She  held  out  a  jew- 
eled hand.  "I  suppose  you're  a  White  God- 
dess, too?" 

"I — don't  understand,"  I  faltered,  a  sickening 
fear  clutching  my  heart. 

"Oh,  we're  all  White  Goddesses  here,"  she 
shrugged  listlessly.  "Just  take  your  clothes  off  and 
make  yourself  at  home,  Miss — what  was  the  name, 
please?" 

"June,"  I  replied,  shaking  her  proffered  hand 
timidly.    "June  Triplett." 

"My  name  is  Nina,"  she  offered  in  return.  "And 
this  is  Tena,"  she  continued,  introducing  the  rest 
of  the  group  one  by  one,  "and  Elevena,  and  Twelva, 
and  Thirteena — "  She  completed  the  circuit  of  the 
room,  and  regarded  me  with  languid  amusement. 
"Let  me  see,  dear,  you  would  be  about  Twenty- 
Sevena,  I  should  think." 

I  glanced  helplessly  at  the  other  girls,  who  were 
staring  at  me  with  hostile  eyes.  "I  should  think 
there  were  enough  White  Goddesses  already,"  I 
suggested  weakly. 

"Dear,  no,  the  King's  a  great  one  for  White  God- 
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desses,"  yawned  Nina.  "He  never  has  enough. 
He's  White  Goddess  poor,  you  might  say." 

"I  won't  be  a  White  Goddess,"  I  sobbed  hysteri- 
cally.   "I  won't!" 

"Oh,  yes,  you  will,  dearie"  replied  Nina  casually. 
"You'll  be  a  White  Goddess  like  all  the  rest  of  us. 
And  believe  me,  Twenty- Sevena,"  she  added,  light- 
ing a  perfumed  cigarette,  "it's  a  tough  racket 
today." 

I  blinked  at  her  without  fully  comprehending  Her 
words. 

"White  Goddesses  aren't  the  big  attraction  in 
Africa  that  they  used  to  be,"  Nina  added.  "They're 
a  drug  on  the  market  these  days.  Too  many  of 
them  killed  the  demand.  There  isn't  a  White  God- 
dess nowadays  in  one  book  out  of  seven.  Nobody 
ever  comes  to  rescue  us  any  more,"  she  went  on 
bitterly.  "All  we  do  is  sit  around  reading  or 
playing  Double  Canfield  all  day  long;  and  at 
night — " 

"I  won't  do  it!"  I  screamed  suddenly.  "I  won't! 
I  won't!  I'll  go  see  old  Britches — he  won't  let 
them — he'll  save  me — " 

Nina's  lip  curled.  "Calm  yourself,  dearie. 
You'll  see  old  Britches  soon  enough." 

"When?"  I  demanded  tearfully. 
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This  exotic  and  glittering  vision,  clutching  her  orchids  to 
her  breast,  welcomes  the  frightened  June  to  the  harem  of 
White  Goddesses  which  King  Em-Bon-Pwan  maintains  in  his 
little  village.  In  addition  to  Nina  herself,  June  is  also  intro- 
duced to  Tena,  Elevena,  Twelva,  and  Thirteena,  all  of  course 
being  the  beautiful  daughters  of  explorers  who  were  lost  when 
mere  babes  in  the  heart  of  the  African  jungle.  "As  for  your- 
self, dearie/'  yawns  Nina,  surveying  June  with  idle  amusement, 
"you  ought  to  be  about  Twenty-Sevena,  I  should  think.  ..." 


Nina,  the  White  Goddess 
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TH£  KING  AND  HIS  FAVORITE  CONSORTS 

Fearful  for  the  safety  of  old  Britches,  who  has  disappeared 
from  view,  June  resolves  to  resort  to  feminine  wiles  in  an 
effort  to  melt  the  stony  heart  of  King  Em-Bon-Pwan.  Her 
sly  efforts  to  get  under  his  leopard-skin,  however,  have  only 
succeeded  thus  far  in  arousing  the  jealousy  of  some  of  his 
favorite  consorts,  several  of  whom  turn  away  their  heads  in 
disapproval  while  one  points  a  dagger  menacingly  at  the  back 
of  this  newcomer.  These  favorite  consorts  of  the  King  are 
naturally  very  beautiful,  and  are  said  to  exceed  even  the  con- 
sorts of  the  Boston  Philharmonic  or  the  Philadelphia  Sym- 
phony in  expression  and  feeling, 
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"At  the  banquet  the  King  is  giving  for  you  to- 
morrow," she  said  in  a  casual  voice. 

"Are  you  positive  old  Britches  will  be  there?"  I 
asked,  brightening  a  bit. 

"Sure  he'll  be  there,"  yawned  Nina.  "He'll  be 
the  banquet!" 

For  a  moment  my  heart  seemed  to  stop.  My 
head  reeled.  With  a  choked  cry  I  rushed  wildly 
across  the  room.  Nina  and  the  other  Goddesses  re- 
garded me  with  bored  amusement,  but  made  no 
move  to  stop  me.  I  flung  open  the  window  and 
peered  out ;  then  I  sank  back  helplessly.  On  every 
side  huge  Africans  stood  menacingly  outside  the 
hut  with  spears  pointed.  Rows  of  Negroes  sur- 
rounded the  tiny  building,  extending  back  across 
the  clearing  as  far  as  I  could  see.  I  was  completely 
surrounded  by  natives. 

Things  looked  black. 
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Chapter  X 

And  now,  in  the  meantime,  what  of  Britches? 

Unaware  of  the  horrible  fate  that  awaited  him  in 
the  morning,  my  trusting  companion  had  permitted 
himself  to  be  carried  away  completely  by  the  lovely 
and  attentive  maidens,  who  lured  him  across  the 
compound  of  the  cannibal  village  to  a  large  stock- 
ade in  which  he  was  to  be  placed  for  the  night.  Here 
they  pulled  and  dragged  him,  amid  much  laughter 
and  cajoling,  over  to  a  large  bench,  upon  which  he 
sank  down  with  a  satisfied  grunt.  Several  of  the 
Amazons  curled  about  his  feet  and  clasped  his 
knees  affectionately,  others  cuddled  beside  him, 
while  two  lovely  maidens  perched  on  each  knee, 
stroking  his  cheeks  or  twining  their  fingers  in  his 
fringe  of  red  whiskers.  Old  Britches  chuckled  con- 
tentedly. 

"Hell,  Africa  ain't  so  bad,  at  that,"  he  murmured 
to  himself,  placing  his  arm  about  a  slim  dark-haired 
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maiden  who  snuggled  coyly  against  him.  "I'm  be- 
ginning to  understand  why  all  these  explorers  come 
over  here." 

'Til  bet  he's  tender,"  remarked  one  maiden, 
squeezing  his  arm.  "He  doesn't  seem  a  bit  tough 
for  an  old  fellow!"  And  she  felt  his  chubby  knee 
appraisingly. 

"Uh,  uh,  careful!"  grinned  Britches.  "Remem- 
ber I'm  pretty  ticklish,  you  know." 

"So  nice  and  plump,"  agreed  another,  and  she 
prodded  him  in  the  ribs. 

"Now  girls,  quit  it,"  squirmed  Britches;  but  the 
old  rascal  did  not  seem  displeased,  nevertheless. 

"Just  feel  his  fat  little  cheeks,"  exclaimed  a  third 
maiden,  pinching  them  suddenly.  Old  Britches 
leapt  half  out  of  his  chair  with  a  silly  giggle,  and 
then  subsided  again,  blushing  furiously  and  smok- 
ing his  calabash  in  rapid  puffs. 

"Listen  here,  girls,"  he  simpered,  "you  mustn't  do 
that,  you  know.    Be  nice,  now." 

"I'm  so  glad  you're  here,"  sighed  another,  her 
arm  about  his  neck.  "We  haven't  had  a  white  man 
for  ever  so  long." 

"I've  been  hungry  for  one  for  ages,"  agreed  her 
companion.  "I  like  them  personally  better  than 
any  other  kind." 
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"Do  you  really  think  you're  going  to  like  me, 
girls?"  asked  old  Britches  with  a  shy  smile. 

"Oh,  I'm  sure  we  will,"  agreed  all  the  girls  as 
one.    "Why,  you're  our  meat." 

"It's  real  nice  of  you  to  say  so,"  old  Britches 
smirked  modestly. 

"You'll  make  the  banquet  tomorrow  a  real  suc- 
cess," added  another. 

"Is  there  going  to  be  a  banquet?"  he  inquired  in 
surprise. 

"I'll  say  there'll  be  a  banquet!"  replied  the  first 
maiden.  "It'll  be  a  real  bang-up  feast,  too;  and  all 
on  account  of  you!" 

"Oh,  now  you're  just  flattering  me,"  said 
Britches,  smiling  his  pleasure. 

"Not  a  bit,"  assured  the  maiden  earnestly. 
"Why,  you're  the  whole  thing!" 

"It  wouldn't  be  a  banquet  without  you,"  assured 
another. 

"Gee,  I  don't  know,"  said  Britches  nervously.  "I 
haven't  got  a  thing  to  wear." 

"Oh,  don't  worry  about  that,"  the  first  maiden 
comforted  him.  "The  Chef  will  come  and  dress 
you  all  right." 

"Well,  I'm  awful  glad  you  warned  me,"  mur- 
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mured  old  Britches.    "I  want  to  be  thinking  up  my 
speech." 

"Don't  you  fret,"  said  the  maiden  calmly. 
"You'll  think  of  plenty  to  say  when  the  time 
comes." 


<<i 


'Golly,  I'm  nervous  just  the  same,"  shivered 
Britches.  "Believe  me,  before  that  dinner  tomor- 
row I'm  gonna  have  a  couple  of  good  stiff  high- 
balls." 

"We'll  see  that  you  get  stewed,  all  right,"  the 
girls  comforted  him;  and  twining  their  arms  about 
him,  they  stroked  his  forehead  until  he  shut  his 
eyes.  A  few  moments  later  he  was  sound  asleep,  a 
maiden  in  each  arm. 


When  the  Cannibal  Chef  arrived  next  morning 
at  the  stockade  where  old  Britches  was  confined, 
he  found  the  condemned  man,  still  ignorant  of  his 
impending  fate,  devouring  the  last  of  a  hearty 
breakfast.  Britches  pushed  back  his  plate  and  sur- 
veyed the  polished  surface  ruefully. 

"There,  I'm  afraid  I  went  and  ate  too  many  fried 
potatoes  again,"  he  sighed,  loosening  his  belt  with 
an  audible  sigh.    "I'm  a  fool  for  fried  potatoes." 

"That's  all  right,"  nodded  Kwee-Seen,  opening 
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his  sack  and  setting  his  implements  on  the  ground. 
"Potatoes  will  make  you  fat." 

"Gee,  I'm  fat  enough,  don't  you  think?"  said 
Britches. 

Kwee-Seen  regarded  him  quizzically.  "N-no,  I 
wouldn't  say  so,"  he  said  at  last,  shaking  his  head 
slowly.    "I'd  say  you  were  just  about  right." 

"Go  on,"  laughed  Britches.  "Why,  I  weigh  a 
hundred  and  ninety-eight  pounds  stripped." 

"Well,"  said  the  Chef,  "you  won't  weigh  as  much 
when  you're  dressed." 

Britches  suppressed  a  smile  at  this  obvious  error 
in  mathematics  on  the  part  of  the  ignorant  savage. 
"I  suppose  you've  been  cooking  around  these  parts 
for  a  long  time,"  he  remarked  conversationally, 
watching  the  Chef  set  his  wooden  dishes  about  him. 

"Oh,  about  four  or  five  years,"  answered  Kwee- 
Seen,  whetting  his  knife.  "I  used  to  be  head-chef 
with  the  Al-Gon-Kwins."1 

i  The  Al-Gon-Kwins,  a  famous  cannibal  tribe,  gather  daily  about 
a  round  table  in  their  main  banquet  hall,  or  Al-Gon-Kwin  Hotel, 
dissecting  personalities  and  devouring  reputations  with  great  gusto. 
According  to  Kwee-Seen,  their  curious  name  is  derived  from  a  chance 
visit  of  Queen  Marie  of  Roumania,  who  was  touring  the  country  and 
sought  in  vain  to  see  this  noted  group.  "Sorry,  your  Majesty,"  re- 
plied her  native  runner,  shaking  his  head,  "but  you  can't  see  them 
now."  "Where  are  they?"  demanded  Marie.  "All  gone,  Queen,"  the 
runner  answered  patly;  and  the  apt  title,  in  its  slightly  abbreviated 
form,  has  persisted  to  this  day. 
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'TLL  HAVE  MINE  BOILED  THREE  MINUTES" 

While  the  hungry  cannibals  surround  the  fatal  cauldron 
where  poor  Britches  is  being  prepared  for  the  tomorrow's  feast, 
of  which  he  is  to  be  the  Blue  Plate  Special,  King  Em-Bon- 
Pwan  eagerly  signifies  his  gastronomical  preferences  to  Trader 
Horn.  The  old  Traitor,  who  has  just  deserted  June  and 
Britches  in  their  hour  of  need  to  join  his  former  blood- 
brothers  again,  glances  at  his  watch  and  nods  significantly. 
Meantime  old  Britches  gazes  at  the  horizon  with  dull  and 
hopeless  eyes.  He  has  but  one  ray  of  consolation:  at  least, 
he  won't  be  called  on  for  an  after-dinner  speech. 


His  Goose  is  Cooked;   and  Vice  Versa 


HIS  GOOSE  IS  COOKED;  AND  VICE  VERSA 

Upper:  All  is  in  readiness.  The  Cannibal  King  and  Trader 
Horn  stand  beside  the  cauldron  with  knives  and  forks  raised; 
Minnie,  June's  old  laundress  from  Harlem,  holds  the  salt  and 
other  seasoning;  while  Kwee-Seen,  the  cannibal  Chef,  reaches 
forward  to  prod  old  Britches  with  his  fork  in  order  to  see  if 
he  is  tender.     Surely  nothing  can  save  him  now. 

Lower:  But  hold!  There's  life  in  the  old  boy  yet.  In  a 
burst  of  temper,  the  cornered  Britches  has  seized  the  fork 
from  Kwee-Seen,  and  turned  the  tables  on  the  startled  cook 
in  a  last  desperate  rally.  Alas !  the  brave  old  captain  is  soon 
outnumbered,  and  everyone  sinks  down  again  in  relief,  except 
of  course  Kwee-Seen. 
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"What  do  you  cook  mostly?"  asked  Britches, 
with  academic  interest.    "Missionaries,  I  suppose?" 

"No,  missionaries  are  pretty  tough,  as  a  rule," 
answered  Kwee-Seen.  "I  never  have  much  luck 
with  missionaries.  You  have  to  boil  them  so  long 
they  lose  all  their  flavor." 

"I  thought  missionaries  were  a  favorite  dish  with 
you  cannibals,"  offered  Britches,  puffing  his  pipe 
contentedly  as  he  watched  the  Chef  whet  a  long 
knife. 

"Not  any  more,"  said  the  Chef  over  his  shoulder. 
"I  only  know  of  one  place  you  can  really  get  de- 
cent missionary  nowadays,  and  that's  way  down  in 
the  Timbuctoo  section — there's  a  little  tribe  down 
there  that  still  cooks  them  in  the  good  old-fashioned 
way." 

"How's  that?"  asked  Britches. 

"With  the  hymnbook  and  umbrella,"  said  Kwee- 
Seen.  "They're  never  any  good  without  the  um- 
brella. Sometimes  they're  not  bad  if  you  bake  them 
with  their  skins  on;  but  to  be  really  right,  they  need 
just  that  added  umbrella  taste." 

"I'd  like  to  have  the  address  of  this  tribe,  if  you 
don't  mind,"  said  Britches.  "I've  never  eaten  mis- 
sionary, although  I've  always  wanted  to." 

"Why,  of  course,"  said  the  Chef,  scribbling  it 
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down  obligingly  on  a  palm-leaf.  "But  if  you  want 
a  real  dish,  you  want  to  go  to  the  Niger  River  ter- 
ritory, and  try  their  roast  prime  ribs  of  bishop,  au 
jus.    It  melts  in  your  mouth." 

Britches  nodded  with  interest. 

"Or  go  to  the  Guere  country  and  sample  their 
calves,  liver  and  bacon — that's  their  specialty.  They 
remove  both  the  calves  and  the  liver,  and  fry  them 
separately  with  the  bacon." 

"I  suppose  it  all  depends  how  you  season  a  dish," 
mused  old  Britches,  watching  the  Chef  dump  sage 
and  summer-savory  into  a  wooden  bowl  and  mix  it 
with  stale  bread-crumbs.  "What's  that  you're  mak- 
ing now?" 

"This  is  the  stuffing,"  said  the  Chef  briefly,  slic- 
ing some  onions  into  the  mixture  and  kneading  it 
with  his  fingers.    "It  makes  a  roast,  I  think." 

"How  would  you  go  about  roasting  an  explorer, 
for  instance?"  urged  Britches,  smoking  his  pipe  idly. 
"I  should  think  it  would  be  quite  a  job." 

"On  the  contrary,  it's  one  of  the  easiest  dishes 
of  all,"  said  the  Chef.  "Take  a  nice  plump  ex- 
plorer, he  isn't  anything  to  cook.  You  just  singe 
him  to  remove  all  the  hair  and  whiskers,  clean  him 
with  tweezers,  and  rub  him  all  over  with  salt,  then 
tie  his  legs  securely  together  and  stuff  him.    After 
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that,  you  place  him  in  an  iron  pot  and  boil  him  fif- 
teen minutes  or  so.  The  whole  trick  is  not  to  get 
your  fire  too  hot." 

"I  suppose  fried  explorer  is  harder,"  said 
Britches  with  interest. 

"Not  especially,"  said  the  Chef.  "You  simply 
want  to  remember  to  sprinkle  his  arms  and  legs 
with  salt  and  pepper  and  roll  them  in  flour  until 
they  are  well  coated.  Then  fry  them  to  a  delicate 
brown." 

"It  sounds  quite  appetizing,"  said  Britches. 

"If  you're  really  interested,"  said  the  Chef,  "you 
might  like  to  copy  down  a  few  recipes  while  I 
finish  this  dressing."  He  handed  a  thick  cook-book 
to  Britches ;  and  for  the  benefit  of  any  readers  who 
may  find  themselves  suddenly  faced  with  the  em- 
barrassing problem  of  having  a  guest  stewed  for 
dinner,  I  append  below  a  few  tasty  selections: 

Explorer  Croquettes  en  Brochette 

Chop  the  explorer  fine  but  do  not  grind  him  or  he  will  be  pasty. 
Allow  one  rounded  tablespoon  for  each  croquette,  coat  com- 
pletely with  finely-sifted  breadcrumbs,  dip  in  beaten  egg,  and 
brown  in  a  quick  oven.  Serve  with  mashed  potatoes  and  new 
peas. 

Creole  Cannibal  Surprise 

Select  a  fat  explorer,  preferably  about  middle-age.  Dis- 
joint as  for  frying,  sprinkle  with  salt  and  brown  with  hot 
fat  in  a  deep  kettle.     Place  in  a  4-quart  saucepan  and  add  2 
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cupfuls  of  canned  tomatoes,  2  or  3  outside  stalks  of  celery, 
a  large  green  pepper,  3  medium-sized  sliced  onions,  1  table- 
spoonful  of  chopped  parsley,  2  tablespoonfuls  chopped  mush- 
rooms, 1  teaspoonful  paprika,  and  garlic  to  taste,  and  let 
simmer  till  tender.  If  the  explorer  is  old,  he  should  be  al- 
lowed to  cook  about  four  hours. 


Curry  of  Homo  Sapiens  with  Rice,  a  I'Afrique 

6  onions  1  teaspoon  chopped  chutney 

1  teaspoon  curry  powder       %  cup  shredded  coconut 

2  cups  meat  stock  1   explorer 

Chop  onions  fine,  add  fat  and  cook  very  slowly  until  soft 
and  brown.  To  the  puree  add  curry  powder  and  stock,  thicken 
with  flour,  and  mix  chutney,  coconut  and  butter.  Pour  over 
sliced  explorer,  either  light  meat  or  dark.     Serve  with  rice. 


Hash 

Mix  equal  parts  of  chopped  ankles,  necks,  left-over  elbows, 
and  ears.  Remove  knee-caps  and  sharp  shoulder-blades,  and 
any  stray  articles  of  clothing  you  may  come  across  as  you 
grind.     Serve  with  poached  egg  on  top. 

In  the  meantime,  the  Chef  had  completed  the 
thick  dressing  he  had  been  mixing;  and  now  with 
a  cheerful  smile  he  rose,  dusted  his  hands,  and  gath- 
ered up  the  various  spices  and  condiments,  which 
he  replaced  in  his  sack.  "All  ready,"  he  nodded 
brightly  to  his  innocent  victim. 

"Can't  I  help  you  carry  something ?"  suggested 
old  Britches  pleasantly,  as  they  walked  together 
across  the  yard,  filled  with  eager  cannibals. 

"That's  all  right,"  said  the  Chef,  halting  beside 

195 


JUNE  APPEALS  TO  NINA  IN  VAIN 

Desperately  June  has  made  a  last-minute  appeal  to  the  dazz- 
ling White  Goddess,  hoping  against  hope  that  her  stony  heart 
might  melt  enough  to  save  her  white  kin  from  their  terrible 
fate.  But  Nina  is  all  wrapped  up  in  her  latest  jungle  conquest, 
who  has  just  left  a  fresh-killed  zebra  to  kneel  smitten  and 
prostrate  at  her  feet;  and  June  turns  away  sadly,  defeated 
and  alone.  Alas !  that  the  soul  of  beauty  could  be  so  cold !  the 
call  of  pity  so  dumb ! 
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BRITCHES  RESIGNS  HIMSELF  TO  HIS  FATE 

Dinner's  almost  ready!  And  the  beautiful  but  merciless 
consorts  of  the  King  caper  gleefully  about  the  tragic  scene, 
waving  their  arms  in  anticipation,  while  Kwee-Seen  prods  his 
fork  into  a  particularly  juicy  rib,  and  even  Rob'n-Son,  the 
Queen's  pet  python,  licks  his  chops  hungrily  for  the  luscious 
meal  that  is  in  preparation.  In  the  background  the  helpless 
June  gazes  at  the  scene  in  horror  and  despair.  Only  Britches 
himself  maintains  a  dignified  detachment  as  he  perches  non- 
chalantly on  the  very  rim  of  the  pot,  smoking  his  pipe  and 
reading  the  latest  issue  of  the  African  Racing  Form  with  stoic 
calm.  After  all,  the  old  Captain  has  been  in  many  similar 
positions  before. 
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the  bubbling  pot  in  the  center  of  the  clearing,  while 
the  natives  began  to  crowd  around  them  eagerly. 
"You  might  just  start  clipping  off  your  whiskers," 
and  he  offered  Britches  a  pair  of  scissors. 

"What's  the  idea?"  asked  old  Britches  suddenly. 
"I  don't  need  a  trim." 

"It's  easier  to  singe  them,  that's  all,"  shrugged 
the  Chef. 

"They're  all  right,"  said  Britches,  eyeing  the  scis- 
sors uneasily. 

"I'm  sorry,"  explained  Kwee-Seen,  "but  as  I 
told  you,  all  the  hair  and  whiskers  have  to  be  re- 
moved before  I  can  start  cooking.  Then  the  victim 
is  rubbed  all  over  with  salt,"  he  repeated  patiently, 
"the  legs  tied  together  securely,  and  the  whole  thing 
stuffed."  He  leaned  over  and  wrapped  a  stout  cord 
about  Britches'  ankles.  "Now,  will  you  pass  me  the 
cloves?" 

"Hey,  quit  the  kidding,  Chef,  and  let's  get 
going,"  gasped  Britches,  licking  his  lips  nervously. 
"I  thought  you  were  gonna  dress  me.  Ain't  dinner 
almost  ready?" 

"Whenever  you  are,"  replied  the  Chef,  as  he  be- 
gan to  stick  the  pointed  cloves  into  him  one  by  one. 

For  a  moment  Britches  gazed  from  his  impassive 
face  to  the  faces  of  the  grinning  crowd  that  watched 
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the  procedure  with  mouths  watering.  Slowly  a  look 
of  awful  comprehension  dawned  in  his  eye,  and  his 
knees  seemed  to  give  way  under  him.  The  Canni- 
bal Chef  propped  him  up  amid  the  hungry  shouts 
of  the  natives;  and  I  entered  the  clearing,  with 
King  Em-Bon-Pwan  and  the  other  White  God- 
desses, just  in  time  to  see  poor  Britches  borne  help- 
lessly toward  the  bubbling  cauldron. 
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Chapter  XI 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  scene  of  horror  that  met 
my  eyes.  The  huge  clearing  was  filled  with  shout- 
ing natives,  jabbering  and  waving  their  arms  ex- 
citedly in  anticipation  of  the  barbecue  that  awaited 
them.  As  the  Chef  held  old  Britches  by  the  scruff 
of  the  neck  and  raised  his  long  knife,  King  Em- 
Bon-Pwan  brandished  his  club  with  a  warlike  cry. 
'L'redi !"  he  boomed  in  Egbo.  "Lesgo  I" 
'One  moment/'  I  shouted  suddenly.  A  despe- 
rate plan  had  formulated  in  my  frenzied  mind. 
Somewhere  I  had  read  that  a  total  eclipse  of  the 
sun  was  due  in  Africa  about  this  time;  and  by 
rapid  mental  arithmetic  I  calculated  that  the  eclipse 
would  occur  precisely  at  noon  on  this  twenty-sixth 
day  of  July.  As  a  last  resort,  therefore,  I  decided 
to  play  upon  the  superstitions  of  the  ignorant  sav- 
ages. "If  you  harm  him,"  I  shouted,  "I  shall  blot 
out  the  sun!" 
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"Can  you  control  the  sun?"  queried  the  natives 
aghast,  backing  away  from  me  in  awe.  There  was 
a  frightened  silence. 

"Unless  you  release  Britches  at  once,"  I  contin- 
ued, pursuing  my  advantage  quickly,  "I  shall 
shortly  cause  the  sun  to  disappear  behind  a  cloud, 
and  make  the  world  utterly  dark!" 

"Oh,"  exclaimed  a  native  suddenly,  "I  get  it. 
She  means  the  eclipse!" 

"Oh,  that's  it!"  the  others  shouted  in  relief,  and 
they  slapped  their  knees  and  doubled  up  with  laugh- 
ter. "That  eclipse  ain't  due  until  the  twenty-sixth 
of  August"  explained  the  first  native,  wiping  the 
tears  of  merriment  from  his  eyes. 

I  sank  back  defeated.  The  King  brandished  his 
club  once  more. 

"C'mon!"  he  cried  in  a  loud  voice  to  the  Cook. 

Again  the  Cannibal  Chef  raised  his  knife  merci- 
lessly. Old  Britches  cowered  helplessly  beneath  the 
cruel  blade,  and  I  shielded  my  eyes.  The  drum- 
ming of  the  tom-toms  and  the  shouts  of  the  natives 
blended  into  a  single  hideous  din.  And  then,  above 
the  deafening  clamor,  I  distinguished  a  vague  but 
increasing  thunder  that  seemed  to  make  the  very 
earth  tremble. 

I  opened  my  eyes  again  questioningly.    Appar- 
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ently  the  others  had  heard  the  ominous  sound  as 
well;  and  a  little  tremor  of  fear  passed  through  the 
group.  The  Cook  put  down  his  knife,  undecided, 
and  I  saw  Em-Bon-Pwan  glance  uneasily  toward 
the  jungle  as  the  distant  rumbling  grew  steadily 
louder. 

"What  is  it?"  I  gasped;  but  the  frightened  na- 
tives only  held  up  their  hands  for  silence,  and  list- 
ened attentively.  Now  the  very  ground  seemed  to 
quiver,  and  the  thatched  huts  swayed  and  shook  as 
though  in  the  grip  of  an  earthquake.  The  village 
compound  seemed  to  rock  underfoot.  Suddenly  a 
frightened  scream  rose  above  the  increasing  roar, 
and  from  the  edge  of  the  jungle  a  naked  runner 
burst  into  the  clearing  and  dashed  through  the 
crowd  to  the  King,  his  lips  flecked  with  foam. 

"Run!  Run!"  he  shouted,  gasping  for  breath. 
"Jumbo!    ELEPHANTS!" 

Instantly  the  orderly  village  was  changed  into  a 
scene  of  indescribable  confusion.  Like  a  bursting 
dam,  the  panic-stricken  mob  broke  and  ran  for 
cover ;  men  cursed  and  fought,  women  fainted,  chil- 
dren were  trampled  underfoot  in  the  terror-ridden 
stampede  for  safety.  I  saw  Em-Bon-Pwan,  his 
hair  streaming  and  his  leopard  skin  almost  torn 
from  his  body,  brandish  his  mighty  club  and  knock 
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White  Goddesses  right  and  left  as  he  fought  his 
way  toward  the  jungle  trail.  Nina  was  lifted  like 
a  chip  on  a  wave,  and  borne  bodily  away.  For  a 
moment  I  slipped  and  almost  fell;  then  I  regained 
my  footing,  biting  and  kicking  at  the  crowd  of 
hysterical  blacks  rushing  toward  me  as  I  fought  my 
way  back  to  old  Britches. 

At  last  I  gained  his  side.  The  last  of  the  natives 
plunged  past  us  and  disappeared  into  the  jungle. 
In  vain  I  struggled  desperately  with  the  knotted 
rope,  but  my  trembling  fingers  were  of  no  avail. 
We  cowered  alone,  terrified  and  helpless,  directly  in 
the  path  of  the  onrushing  elephants. 

"My  God!"  I  cried  suddenly;  and  pointed. 

With  a  crash  the  outer  line  of  houses  gave  way. 
Over  the  demolished  thatched  huts,  trampled  under- 
foot like  tinder  by  mighty  hooves,  appeared  a  mas- 
sive grey  head  and  waving  trunk,  then  another  and 
another.  Ruthlessly  the  great  beasts  pounded 
toward  us. 

But  it  was  not  this  mighty  spectacle  that  had 
made  me  cry  aloud.  Upon  the  leading  elephant  was 
a  red-and-gold  howdah,  strapped  to  his  broad  back; 
and  in  this  seat,  waving  his  arms  and  calling  to 
me  excitedly,  my  amazed  eyes  beheld — Chester 
Drawers ! 
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"June!"  he  cried.  "In  the  nick  of  time!" 
The  huge  elephant  came  up  to  us  and  halted 
obediently.  At  a  command  from  Chester  he 
kneeled,  lifted  Britches  and  myself  like  so  many 
peanuts  in  his  powerful  trunk,  and  set  us  lightly 
in  the  saddle  beside  Chester.  In  the  gathering  twi- 
light, followed  by  the  rest  of  the  dutiful  herd  with 
tails  locked  in  trunks,  our  massive  pachyderm 
started  back  through  the  great,  mysterious,  almost 
unknown  Ituri  forest — toward  camp  and  safety  at 
last. 

^V  V>  ^»  ^P  <^r  ^f 

"And  so  that  was  how  it  happened,"  Chester  mur- 
mured some  time  later,  as  he  concluded  for  the  tenth 
time  the  strange  story  of  his  spectacular  rescue. 
"The  elephant  didn't  forget." 

"Tell  me  again,  Chester  dear,"  I  replied,  gazing 
across  at  him  with  soulful  eyes. 

Chester  smiled  and  kicked  his  heels  into  the  ribs 
of  the  plunging  rhinoceros  which  he  happened 
at  the  moment  to  be  riding.  I  clasped  the 
neck  of  the  tall  giraffe  on  which  I  was  mounted 
beside  him,  and  urged  it  forward  by  slapping  it 
with  my  reins.  Together  we  galloped  onward,  side 
by  side. 

"Well,  when  I  dashed  out  of  the  clutches  of  the 
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Just  as  all  hope  seemed  darkest,  a  great  trampling  and 
snorting  resounded  in  the  forest;  and  into  the  glade  burst  this 
cavalcade  of  huge  pachyderms,  rearing  on  their  hind  legs  as 
they  halt  obediently  before  June.  In  the  background  the  ter- 
rified cannibals  gather  up  their  courage  to  flee.  As  June  gazes 
at  this  sudden  and  dramatic  rescue  party,  she  can  scarcely 
believe  her  eyes.  On  the  lead  elephant,  waving  to  her  joy- 
fully as  he  gallops  across  the  compound,  she  spies  none  other 
than — Chester  Drawers! 


In  the  Nick  of  Time 


a> 
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MY  HERO! 

The  dangers  of  the  trip  are  over.  Brave  Chester  has 
brought  June  and  old  Britches  safely  back  to  this  friendly 
Ubangi  village ;  and  now,  in  the  moonlit  compound,  surrounded 
by  the  saucer-lipped  natives  chanting  a  weird  tribal  love-song  of 
Olde  Africa,  June  tries  in  vain  to  put  her  gratitude  into  words. 
Alas ;  her  voice  fails  her,  and  she  can  only  gaze  up  into  Ches- 
ter's handsome  face  with  soulful  eyes.  Chester  presses  her 
hand  gently  in  perfect  understanding,  as  two  jungle  hearts  are 
one  'neath  the  Tanganyika  moon.  .  .  . 
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cannibals,"  Chester  explained  again  patiently,  "I 
cast  about  desperately  for  some  means  of  effecting 
your  rescue.  Alas,  none  was  at  hand.  In  despair 
I  set  out  alone,  back  down  the  jungle  trail  toward 
our  distant  camp.  It  was  my  hope  that  I  might 
organize  a  rescue  party  there  and  return  in  time; 
but  even  this  plan  was  doomed  to  failure.  As  I 
rushed  panic-stricken  down  the  path,  I  heard  a 
mighty  snorting  and  trampling  ahead,  and  the  next 
moment  I  found  myself  face  to  face  with  a  charging 
herd  of  elephants." 

"What  did  you  do?"  I  urged  breathlessly. 

"I  stood  frozen  in  my  tracks,"  confessed  Chester. 
"For  a  moment,  I  thought  I  was  indeed  lost.  As 
the  huge  beasts  thundered  toward  me,  however,  to 
my  surprise  I  saw  the  lead  elephant  pause,  and 
then  slow  to  a  walk.  A  puzzled  expression  came 
into  his  great  face,  and  I  noticed  his  forehead 
pucker  in  thought  as  he  stared  at  me.  At  last  he 
shook  his  head. 

"  "Haven't  I  seen  you  some  place  before?'  he 
asked. 

"I  could  only  gape  in  reply. 

"  'I  know  we've  met  somewheres/  muttered  the 
elephant  slowly.  'I  have  a  poor  memory  for  names, 
but  I  never  forget  a  face.' 
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"He  came  closer  and  looked  at  me  thoughtfully. 
I  licked  my  lips  in  terror. 

"  'Don't  tell  me,'  said  the  elephant.  Til  have 
it  in  a  minute.'  He  studied  me  for  a  long  moment. 
*  You're  not  Myron  J.  Lipschitz  of  Buffalo?' 

"I  shook  my  head. 

"  'I've  got  it,'  said  the  elephant  suddenly. 
4  You're  the  little  Alvord  boy  who  gave  me  that  pea- 
nut in  Passaic  in  1907.' 

"  'Sorry,'  I  replied. 

M  'Well,  now,  that's  funny,'  grinned  the  elephant 
sheepishly.  'I  could  have  sworn — '  Suddenly  a 
great  light  broke  over  his  face,  and  he  extended  his 
trunk  heartily.  'Of  course !  I've  got  it  now.  San- 
dusky, Ohio,  August,  1928.  I  remember  it  per- 
fectly. I  told  you,'  he  beamed,  'that  I  never  forgot 
a  face.  Well,  well,  this  sure  is  a  coincidence,  meet- 
ing you  here.  But  you  look  sort  of  worried,'  added 
the  elephant  solicitously.  'Anything  I  could  do  for 
you?' 

k  'I  am  worried,'  I  confessed;  and  as  briefly  as 
possible  I  told  him  of  your  recent  capture  by  the 
cannibals,  and  of  the  present  helpless  situation  in 
which  I  found  myself.  The  kindly  old  elephant 
laid  his  trunk  on  my  shoulder. 

"  'I'd  do  anything  for  an  old  friend  from  San- 
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dusky,'  he  said.  'You  just  hop  onto  my  back,  and 
we'll  see  what  we  can  do !'  And  with  that  he  low- 
ered his  trunk,  and  lifted  me  onto  his  back," 
shrugged  Chester,  "and  the  rest  of  the  story  you 
know." 

"It  certainly  is  a  wonderful  thing,"  I  breathed, 
as  he  concluded  the  curious  tale,  "that  Nature 
should  endow  this  great  beast  with  such  a  marvelous 
memory,  isn't  it?" 

"Wonderful,"  said  Chester. 

"Very  strange,"  I  said. 

"Very,  very  strange,"  said  Chester.  "And 
the  strangest  part  of  it  all  is,"  he  added,  "that 
I  was  never  in  Sandusky,  Ohio,  in  my  whole 
life." 

In  the  ensuing  silence,  I  leaned  across  the  inter- 
vening space  and  took  his  hand.  The  rhinoceros 
that  he  was  riding  plunged  and  reared  and  plunged 
forward  unnoticed.  Gradually  its  speed  lessened. 
My  own  giraffe  likewise  slackened  its  pace.  Side 
by  side  our  two  strange  steeds  slowed  to  a  walk, 
plunged  once,  reared,  then  halted.  Chester  leaned 
out  of  his  saddle  toward  me,  and  took  me  in  his 
arms.    We  embraced  in  silence. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  mister,"  interrupted  a  harsh 
voice. 
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We  glanced  up  in  surprise  at  the  uniformed  at- 
tendant who  stood  beside  us. 

"This  merry-go-round  is  ready  to  start  again," 
added  the  attendant,  "and  if  you  two  want  to  ride 
around  another  time,  you  gotta  buy  two  more 
tickets." 

With  a  shrug,  Chester  handed  him  a  bill  care- 
lessly, and  the  attendant  tipped  his  hat  and  stepped 
off  the  platform.  The  thin  piping  notes  of  the  cal- 
liope rose  again,  and  our  rhinoceros  and  giraffe 
began  to  move  forward  once  more.  Faster  and 
faster  they  plunged,  reared  and  plunged,  while 
Chester  kicked  his  steed  and  slapped  it  bravely  with 
his  hand.    I  gazed  across  at  him  with  soulful  eyes. 

Together  we  galloped  forward  side  by  side  into 
the  night,  around  and  around  and  around.  .  .  . 
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